RASANAYAGAM’S LAST RIOT 
A Political Fiction for the Theatre 
By 


Ernest Macintyre 


ACT ONE 


(Packing cases stacked against the rear wall of a sitting room 
in the suburb of Wellawatte. Colombo, Sri Lanka. It is evening 
on 25 July 1983. PHILIP FERNANDO, a man in his mid fifties, 
in open shirt and sarong, is meddling with some ornaments and 
glassware. He casually wraps each of these in sheets of air 
cushioned packing polythene, fastens the packages with sticky 
tape and places them in a large box, clearly marked for shipment 
overseas. When SITA his wife comes in, her movements too will 
be organized around the chore of taking items off her 
voluminous shopping bags and placing them on an empty 
bookcase against the back wall of the sitting room. This 
bookcase, PHILIP’S working table with two chairs and the box, 
three other chairs and a coffee table set apart and the telephone 
on a stool are the only items in the room. That is, apart from 
four drinking glasses, two bottles of arrack and accompanying 
soda. PHILIP has started his evening drinking. The room looks 
so bare that it is obviously in the process of becoming 
unoccupied. A sound that can be heard in the distance, but 
sometimes very close to the house is that of mobs shouting or 
chanting as they go about their business of destruction and 
killing. But PHILIP is unmoved as he goes about his business 
of drinking and packing. He conveys the feeling that he has 
heard these sounds before, and so many times, that for him it 
has become the accepted history of his times. His wife SITA, 
who is just about to enter, has also lived through these sounds 
over the last quarter of a century. But “July '83” seems different. 
In fact the dialogue during the first ten or fifteen minutes of the 
performance marks out PHILIP as bantering despite the gravity 
of the subject matter, while Sita is tense, disturbed and even 
bellicose. She comes in with her shopping bags.) 
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PHILIP: 


SITA: 


PHILIP: 


SITA: 


PHILIP: 


SITA: 


PHILIP: 


SITA: 
PHILIP: 


SITA: 


PHILIP: 


SITA: 


PHILIP: 


Why such a lot of things? 


This time, looks like we won’t be able to get out of the 
house for a very long time. 


What is that now, as if we hadn’t got used to these 
things. 


Yes, but if there’s chaos and confusion all over the 
country, shouldn’t we tell the Australian High 
Commission that we’ll need more time? 


Nonsense, it will die down fast. 


“Die down” is not the most suitable idiom in the 
circumstances. 


Don’t be pessimistic, we’ll be on that flight to 
Melbourne. Must make sure this will be the last anti 
Tamil riot we have in Sri Lanka. 


I wish we could make sure. 


I mean, the last one we experience, it will be a hell of 
an anti climax for Rasanayagam too, if we’re still here 
the next time, and he has to creep in here again for 
protection. 


Rasanayagam’s last riot, with us. 


Hmmm, he rang while you were at the market. Said 
he’s already feeling depressed that this will be the last 
riot, he’ll be with us. 


Huh... 


(Good humoured, laughing) . . . Poor Rasa, I wonder 
where he’ ll go for protection the next time. .. hmmm 
..- And when I tried to imagine what Melbourne would 


SITA: 


PHILIP: 
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be like my mind played a strange trick, it took me back 
to Peradeniya instead... 1953, think it was in July, the 
very first day we moved into university. I remember 
looking up at the notice board at Jayatilaka Hall to find 
out the name of my room mate, and it was one 
Rasanayagam. A little later there he was, standing near 
his bed, a little timidly, waiting to see who his room 
mate was. When I said I was Philip Fernando, he sort 
of whispered, “I am T. Rasanayagam from Jaffna 
Hindu College”. Then I told him I was from St Peter’s 
College, Bambalapitiya. Funny to think that the very 
first night we shared a room, I had to protect him from 
a gang — of seniors, banging on the door, trying to get 
in, to rag us. Rasa rushed under the bed as soon as 
we heard the sound of the crowd outside. The seniors 
flung themselves in, and after ragging me for a while, 
Rasa heard for the first time, from under the bed, the 
question that would bind him to me for the rest of our 
lives. “Is there anybody hiding in here?. After they 
had left, out crept Rasa with a sly smile and a soft 
“Thank you”. Ever after that whenever Rasa rushed 
in here for safety during a riot he would never fail to 
mention that incident at Peradeniya. “Machan, who 
would have thought that you'll have to tell the same lie 
for me so many times in our history?” I remember in 
1961... 


I had to tell that thug at the gate that there were no 
Tamils in the house, at the very moment that 
Rasanayagam was under the bed here. But really I 
hate all that... 


And I don’t like to see Tamil people being killed either, 
otherwise why should I have protected Rasanayagam 
all these years, I... 


er Ne | 
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SITA: 


PHILIP: 


SITA: 


PHILIP: 


SITA: 


PHILIP: 


SITA: 


PHILIP: 


SITA: 


PHILIP: 


SITA: 


You mean, why should we have protected Rasanyagam 
all these years. Though he’s your friend, I did my bit 
too. 


I meant you too, you missed only ’56 and ’58. 


Your mother must have done all the work then, that I 
have been doing since ’58 in looking after 
Rasanayagam. When I married you I never suspected 
that looking after Rasanayagam at regular intervals in 
the history of this country would become one of my 
domestic duties. 


What’s to be done, ever since Independence we have 
been protecting Rasanayagam ............... 


I didn’t mind all the extra housework, but what I used 
to hate was, having to go to the junction to buy things, 
and having to join all those people in abusing Tamils, to 
keep suspicion off this house that we were protecting 
Tamils. 


Hmmm... 

Even just now I had to do the same thing. . . 
What, the usual abuse I suppose. . . 

No, not the usual things. That’s why I say... 
Why, what were they saying? 


That with hundreds of thousands of Tamils living here 
in the Sinhalese areas, for the Tamil terrorists to murder 
thirteen Sinhalese soldiers is a direct challenge to the 
Sinhalese, and in the next few days the Tamils will be 
taught a lesson they will never forget. . . 


PHILIP: 


SITA: 


PHILIP: 


SITA: 


PHILIP: 


SITA: 


PHILIP: 


SITA: 


PHILIP: 


SITA: 


PHILIP: 
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Hmmm. . . 


. ..It was the mudalali who said that, and I thought the 
best thing was to keep silent. But he went on, “This 
time those traitors who hide Tamils in their houses, will 
be found out and be given the same treatment”. . .and 
in the same breath, looking at my bags, he added, 
“Buying a lot this time, extra people staying with you?” 


Cha, you’re imagining. . . 


Maybe it was a disconnected remark, but I panicked 
thinking about Rasanayagam coming here today. | lost 
control... 


Why, what did you do? 


It was a grotesque way to protect Rasanayagam, but 
it was panic. I joined in and said, “Anyone who keeps 
a Tamil in their home is a traitor”. God, how I hated 
saying that, I felt so ashamed of myself. Rasanayagam 
is your friend, but don’t tell him that. . . 


Are you mad to think that I'll... 


The awful thing is that to protect Rasanayagam you’ve 
got to abuse Rasanayagam. . . 


I’m sure Rasanayagam won’t mind if he knew it was 
intended only to keep him alive... 


But still, even to mouth such things . . . 


Hmmm. . .and those thugs can’t appreciate that 
friendships transcend politics. What we were 
protecting between °56 and ’81 was Rasanayagam and 
not Tamils in general. 
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SITA: But Rasanayagam is a Tamil. 


PHILIP: Yes, but we gave him protection in this house not 
because he was a Tamil in general but because he 
was Rasanayagam in particular. 


SITA: But if Rasanayagam in particular was not a Tamil in 
general, he would not have needed protection. 


PHILIP: OK, OK let’s not start getting all tied up in knots over 
Asas 


(The phone rings, Sita picks it up) 


SITA: Hallo...hallo Cynthia. .. ah... ah... ah... ah... ah... 
ah... ah...ah...ah...ok...bye...Cynthia to say that 
Saraswathi Lodge has been burnt to the ground. 


PHILIP: Nothing new no, Saraswathi Lodge has always come 
up again and again from the ashes every time it was 
burnt, ’56, °58, ’61, °74, 77, ’81 and each time the 
cost of the reconstruction has been passed on to the 
thosais, the vadais and the idlis, the Sinhalese have 
always paid for it later. 


SITA: Don’t joke, Philip, Saraswathi Lodge means it’s coming 
this way. . . 


PHILIP: Don’t worry, Rasa will be here soon. . . 


SITA: What could be keeping him? Hope nothing has 
happened to him. . . 


PHILIP: Don’t let such a thought cross your mind. 
SITA: After all that has happened? 


PHILIP: No, Rasa will be all right. . -anyway why don’t you get 
his room ready in the meantime. . .and why are you 
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putting all those things on to the bookshelf, it looks so 
awful. Shall I take them to the kitchen? . . . (PHILIP 
makes a move). 


SITA: (Moving to stop him) No, it’s more convenient here, 
I’ve lost interest in keeping the house in order. . . 


PHILIP: Anyway better get his room ready, Ill put them on the 
bookcase while you. . . 


SITA: Don’t worry I’ll finish soon. . (returning to the 
bookshelf with an item and pulling a half drunk 
bottle from the shelf) . . . When he was here for the 
burning of the Jaffna Library. . . 


PHILIP: I'll never forget the bulging bag Rasa rushed in with 
that time, I didn’t tell you the joke. At first I thought 
they were his own books being brought in here for 
safety, triggered by the burning of the Jaffna Library. 


SITA: I know, it was all bottles of arrack. . .he left back this 
half drunk bottle, I put it away carefully knowing he’ll 
be back before long. . . 


PHILIP: Hmmmm.. .the burning of the library hinted that. . . 
SITA: ...So he can start drinking where he stopped then... 


(SITA has moved up to the table and PHILIP takes the bottle 
from her. SITA’S remark carries the tone of disapproval). 


PHILIP: (Attempting to brush off the disapproval by joking) 
Don’t you worry, he’ll bring fresh stocks again. 


SITA: (persistent in her admonition) I must say, Rasa and 
you do some marathon boozing, whenever these riots 


take place! 
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PHILIP: 


SITA: 
PHILIP: 


SITA: 


PHILIP: 


SITA: 


PHILIP: 
SITA: 


PHILIP: 


SITA: 


PHILIP: 


SITA: 


What do you expect, confined in here days on end with 
all the murder going on around us! 


But still, it’s bad to drink so much! 


Don’t exaggerate, Sita, how frequent is that, 56. ’58, 
°61,°74,°77, °81... 


Don’t play the fool, Philip, you’re trying to make a 
comedy of the whole thing. 


Maybe we’ve all got hardened to tragedy, there’s no 
other way to approach the subject. 


Approach the subject! But you have never approached 
the subject, have you? 


What. . . 


I have always thought it Strange that Rasa and you 
claim to be good friends, university friends at that, 
friends for over thirty years, closed in here for long 
periods during each riot, and yet you have never 
approached Rasanayagam on the subject of the Tamil 
problem! 


(Laughing it off) Naturally, deep down in that part of 
Rasa’s heart that is not accessible to me he’ll be feeling 
it as the Sinhalese problem! So how can I approach 
him then, on the Tamil prob 


That’s hardly the word. . . 


- . And there’s the practical problem of daily work 
relationships, Sinhalese running into Tamils and Tamils 
running into Sinhalese, so. . . 


No need to lecture me, I know all that. But still there’s 
something very Strange about Rasa and you. 


PHILIP: 
SITA: 


PHILIP: 


SITA: 
PHILIP: 
SITA: 
PHILIP: 


SITA: 


PHILIP: 


SITA: 


PHILIP: 


SITA: 
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Nonsense, it’s the only practical. . . 


Since 1956 have the two of you met between any two 
riots? 

Occasionally I have bumped into him, but we have really 
got together mainly during the riots, and that’s frequent 
enough. And don’t forget that when it happens we get 
locked in here for days on end. 


Including me. . . 
July ’77 five days at a stretch. . . 


You’ re telling me! 


So maybe that’s why Rasa and I don’t feel the need 
for other occasions as well. . . 


That’s what I’m getting at. The two of you have met 
over the last twenty-five years almost exclusively during 
the period of each riot, got locked in here for days on 
end, drank enough to blot out any racial differences, 
and yet you have managed to avoid the subject. 


Didn’t you listen to what I was saying? 


Yes, but yours is a very special, unusual situation. Like 
a kind of drama, the way you two have been getting 
caught in here together, so unfailingly at each riot since 
independence. 


Sita, you just don’t have experience of these things. 


What do you and Rasa talk about then, over all the 
bottles of arrack you sink, long after I have gone to 
bed? 
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PHILIP: 


SITA: 


PHILIP: 


SITA: 


PHILIP: 


SITA: 


PHILIP: 


SITA: 


(in his element) So many things, all kinds of things. You 
have no idea of how the social accumulation from three 
years of residential life at university, especially at that 
formative age, can regenerate for a lifetime’s 
conversation thereafter, 


(so tense, in contrast) Even then, didn’t you talk about 
the Tamil problem? 


The first riot was in 1956. Rasa and I were room mates 
from ’53 to ’55. 


So all you talk about now, is your youth at Peradeniya 
and the current whereabouts of other undergraduates 
from those times, who haven’t yet kicked the bucket? 


Rasa finds the conversation nourishing, I find it 
Satisfying. . . 


Because Rasa and you have remained undergraduates, 
that’s why! Society in this country has gone through 
such deep and dramatic change since Rasa and you 
left Peradeniya nearly thirty years ago, and you two 
are re-united at crisis moments in our history, because 
of the crises, and all that you can talk about at those 
crisis moments, is the nostalgia of Peradeniya! If that’s 
not retarded growth. . . 


Don’t talk bullshit, Sita! You damned well know that I 
thrash out the Tamil problem with my other friends like 
Chandra, Goone and Sira. . . 


Chandra, Goone and Sira are Sinhalese, what is there 
to thrash out the Tamil problem with the Sinhalese; 
you’ve got to thrash it out with the Tamils, you’ve got 
to thrash it out with Rasanayagam! 


(The phone rings, SITA picks it up) 


PHILIP: 


SITA: 


PHILIP: 


SITA: 


PHILIP: 


SITA: 
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Yes.....ah-...-hr....hr....hr....hr....finished....hr..;.hr...; 
no police...hr...thanks....keep us informed 
sefabisccnsd ah. ...thanks.....(Now to PHILIP) MYSORE 
CAFE — GONE — CYNTHIA! (Like reading 


telegram) 


Hmmm. . .that’s not in the usual order. It always starts 
with Indo Ceylon Café Kollupitiya, then Saraswathi 
Lodge Bambalapitiya, then Greenlands and after that 
Mysore Café Wellawatte. Either Cynthia has missed 
out Greenlands or. . .1 wonder why that woman has 
always been obsessed by .. .every riot without fail she 
has given us arunning commentary on how the burning 
of those Indian eating houses along Galle Road, has 


been progressing. . . 


Anton is a DIG now no, so why won’t she be up to 
date on all kinds of things like that. But Mysore Café 
gone means it’s too close for comfort, and Rasa is still 


not here. 


Don’t worry, he’Il make it in time. . . but your idea of 
discussing the Tamil problem with Rasa, you’ll never 
understand, it’s just out of the question. 


If it can’t be discussed openly, at a personal level 
between such old friends in a recurring dramatic 
situation like this, what hope is there of a settlement at 
a national level, you haven’t tried. . . 


But why are you pressing the subject so urgently at 
this stage of our lives? In ten days’ time we would 
have gone forever. 


(Changing pace and rhythm to an introspective 
mood) | think that has a lot to do with it. It’s the. . . 
effect of. ..one. ..on the other, I think. I’m not finding 
it easy . . .to cope. . .with. . the. . fact . . .that. . .we 


ee  —E——————<o«<3— & "-" | 
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PHILIP: 


SITA: 


PHILIP: 


SITA: 


PHILIP: 


SITA: 


PHILIP: 


SITA: 


are. . .going. . .for good. Really, I suppose, it’s that I 
don’t want to go; how much nicer if the children could 
come back, and live here. In spite of all this, or maybe, 
because of all this, what makes it worse, is the feeling, 


that we are leaving such a huge part of our lives. . .like 
unresolved. . . 


(Responding, somewhat, to the changed mood) 
Those are huge areas, Sita, beyond our capacity to. . . 
in any case, you were never. . . 


I don’t mean our being directly able to. . .the political 
future of the country or anything like that is obviously 
beyond our. . .we have never been involved in politics. 
(Pause) And you know that I have never been 
conscious of being a Tamil. . .the same as most 


westernized English speaking middle class Colombo 
Tamils. . . 


Recently even some of them have been creeping out 
of the woodwork. . . 


That’s not a fair description, Philip; however reluctantly 
they had to start creeping out of the woodwork, as you 
put it, by the way things have developed. 


But you have remained perfectly sensible. 


Huh. . .I suppose because I have remained with you 
and been taken for a Sinhalese too, by all those who 
don’t know us, 


.. . You speak Sinhalese well, so. . . 


No worse than a westernized Sinhalese like you. And 
not being very Sinhalese or very Tamil has not really 
bothered any of us at all. And yet recently. . .especially 
after I realized I’m leaving. . .for good. . .I have begun 


OE 


PHILIP: 


SITA: 
PHILIP: 


SITA: 


PHILIP: 


SITA: 


PHILIP: 


SITA: 


167 


to feel that. . there is some kind of unresolved 
relationship. 


With whom. . (The packing operation is over, he 
has seated himself at the table with a drink and is 


more attentive). 
With myself I suppose. . . 
Like what. . . 


Recently I. . .all these years the communal problem 
bypassed me not because I was married toa Sinhalese, 
but because I was only a nominal Tamil. . .like all my 
Colombo Tamil friends and relatives. . -but now, the 
way the communal thing has deepened so horribly, there 
seems to be a difference between them and me. . 


What. . . 


I felt it in *81, and at that time I didn’t mention it to 
you. .. 


What. . .was that. . . 


There was a meeting of the committee of the OGA on 
the day the news of the burning of the Jaffna mat 
reached Colombo. It was at Kamaleswary’s place 
it so happened that the Tamils in the commitios ha 

arrived first. You know how Kamaleswary’s place is. 
If you stand in that inner passageway next to the sitting 
room, you can hear clearly what people are saying. 

The servant boy had opened the front door earlier, for 
something else, so I hadn’t to ring the bell. . and as I 
got into the passage, I could hear them talking 
passionately about the burning of the Jaffna | 
and, my God, there were some powerful — 
sentiments bursting out from those unlikely deracinate 


women, like me. - - 
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PHILIP: 


SITA: 


PHILIP: 


SITA: 


PHILIP: 


SITA: 


PHILIP: 


SITA: 


The burning of a library is an awful. . . 


But I can tell you, the fury at Kamaleswary’s was not 
simply because it was a library, I don’t think any of 
those creatures has opened a book in years, it was 
because it was the Jaffna Library. . . 


The symbolic value also matters. . . 


I didn’t finish. I just lightly tapped on the door and started 
towards them. I was fired up myself, I was so angry 
from the time I heard about the burning. . . 


I remember. . . 


.. I could feel myself rushing forward to join them, to 
satisfy my own urge to express communally, which I 
never knew existed. I ran and went stumbling forward 
towards them. . .and then. . .when they saw me. . 
-they stopped. . .all the heat they had generated, 
magically cooled down to some inconsequential small 
talk about Geoffrey Bawa’s design for the swimming 
pool. I felt terribly rejected. . .unfairly excluded. 

Throughout the rest of the meeting I took it upon myself 


to feel isolated. I’m sure they felt no malice towards 
me, .. 


Why should they? 


They are too deracinated for that. It was some sort of 
misplaced deference for my marriage. I suppose they 
take it that when a female marries into the other 
nationality, she opts out of everything else into a special 

category called “Domestic Bliss Only”! (Pause) On 

that day, for the very first time I felt that being married 

to a Sinhalese. . .was not. . .entirely inconsequential 

for my personality. . . 


PHILIP: 


SITA: 


PHILIP: 


SITA: 


PHILIP: 


SITA: 


PHILIP: 


SITA: 


PHILIP: 
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(Not quite able to cope with this, finds a way out by 
joking. He laughs and puts his arm around her, the 
manner of which does not complement the 
importance of what she is trying to communicate) 
What do you want me to do about it at this late stage 
of our life! 


(Reacting so strongly that PHILIP is caught 
unpleasantly off guard) Philip, don’t make a joke of 
everything I say! (She flings his arm off her) If 
someone was listening to our conversation theyll think 
this was some comedy or something. 


(Reacting to the rebuff losing control) OK, OK, cry 
out your tragedy then on my shoulder! 


(Violently) Philip, please! 


(After quite some silence, a chastened tone from 
PHILIP). I wasn’t trying to make a joke of your 
feelings. I did sense some. . .thing. . .in what you were 
saying. . .I tried to de-fuse it, the only way I know... 


(her composure recovered, softly) Why de-fuse. . . 


Not intentionally, it was an automatic response to 
something that took me a little by surprise. . .before 
this you have never. . . 


(In quieter withdrawn tones) | think it’s everything 
coming at once that. . .the retirement, leaving the 
country for good, the violence this year. . Retirement 
has been a strange experience. It is as if you’re getting 
to know yourself for the first time. 


That’s true I suppose. . . 
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SITA: 


PHILIP: 


SITA: 


PHILIP: 


SITA: 


PHILIP: 
SITA: 


You should know all about it too. . .and when I have a 
release of feeling, who else can I talk to except 
you... 


I have always. . . 


And, you know, the feelings that I’m talking about have 
hardly anything to do with being a Tamil. I have never 
taken an interest in the language policy, the colonization 
schemes, the university admissions system, employment 
ratios in the public service, Tamil Kingdoms of the past, 
and the so called traditional homelands and all that sort 
of thing. I have no feel for these things. 


I wouldn’t have thought so. . . 


I laugh and I cry only in English, and I have been 
perfectly happy , the way I have been. . -Recently, 
well, some time ago, I did feel rather embarrassed. . .a 
small thing, but. . . 


What. . . 


It was just about the time I was thinking about 
retirement. I was walking down Thurstan Road and 
didn’t realize Professor Kurukulasooriya had caught 
up with me, and was by my side. . .as we turned into 
the campus gateway he said, “By the way, Sita, you 
may have heard that we have begun moving away from 
English literature. We have to take on the extra 
workload of teaching English as a second language, a 
crash course for new entrants to the Engineering and 
Science faculties. I thought I'll take the Chaucer 
lectures and the stuff you’re doing on the Romantics 
away from you so that you can do three sessions a 
week in this crash course on second language English”. 
And then he added, “Doctor Goonewardena is the other 
one who will do this new thing, and I thought I'll send 


PHILIP: 


SITA: 
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the Sinhalese intake to his class, and let Mrs. Fernando 
have the Tamils,” letting out his vicious little laugh just 
at that point. “Not that you’ll have to use any Tamil, 
but I think that in emergencies, when you get stuck in 
using the Direct Method, it can be useful.” Even though 
I should have been able to tell him quite comfortably, 
“Professor Kurukulasooriya, the only Tamil I know is 
the direct method I used on rickshaw men and lavatory 
coolies when I was young”, at that moment I felt too 
embarrassed, so | just nodded and remained silent. In 
the 50s and the ’60s I might have been able to say 
that WAADA and PODA, the only direct method, 
pushed the frontiers of my Tamil learning, with a touch 
of pride. But ’83 is vastly different. . .being of the 
English speaking middle classes is like being irrelevant 
to this country. . .l hope it’s a false perspective, but the 
heightening of things has certainly produced that 
fecling. . 1 didn’t like to retire from the university, and 
I enjoy teaching English literature, it is one of the most 
fortunate occupations that a person of any race or 
nationality can have. I have ten years more to 
retirement. But when the children kept pressing that 
we join them in Australia. . .with that pressure, when 
the incident with Kurukulasooriya occurred, it was then 
that I decided to put in my papers. . . 


Hmmm. . . 


And the last thing Kurukulasooriya said was, “And you 
know, Sita, maybe in five or ten years’ time we won’t 
be teaching English literature at all here, it will all be 
English as a second rate language. I think he 
deliberately added the word “rate”. As though he 
wanted to leave me in doubt. . .whether it was a slip of 
the tongue or not. “All crashing around us, Sita, all 
crash courses!” He laughed and quickly walked ahead. 
(Pause) Actually, I think | resented the pressure being 
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SITA: 


PHILIP: 


SITA: 
PHILIP: 


SITA: 


PHILIP: 


it wouldn’t have mattered to me which, and changed 
over to English as a second language. 7 roarin, oe 
the mobs which had been softly in the bediween 
Jor a while, now reaches a loudness and Proximit 

which sends SITA quickly to the rear of the raid 
to see what is happening. PHILIP thoughtfully 
moves back to his bottle to pour himself another. 

SITA returns. The mob sounds are now on the ebb ) 


noone it’s madness to hang on to Chaucer and the 
omantics, with sounds like that in. i 
01 
: id going on outside. Can 


(PHILIP who is seated with his drink, merely looks 
at her inquiringly). 1 don’t know how I’ll actuall 
feel when I get to Melbourne, but right now, in spite of 
all those sounds. . .or maybe . . .because eis 


suspending yourself. . . 

(Getting up from his seat in such a way as to 
ai — So you don’t want to 0, isn’t that what 
No, Philip. . . 

Write to the children and tell them and. . . 

-the step has been taken , its irrevocable, we are 
Soing. But you must grant me the right to express my 


feclings. 


Have I ever tried to stop you in any way? 


SITA: 


pT 


PHILIP: 
SITA: 


PHILIP: 


SITA: 


PHILIP: 


SITA: 


PHILIP: 


SITA: 
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No , but you have always had two sides to your life, 
yourself as a person with an identity as father, husband, 
friend, within our family and its circles and also as a 
person with an identity as a Sinhalese in the wider circle 
of Sinhalese people, which is the normal condition of 
most mankind. 


That’s fairly obvious! 


Not necessarily. But it becomes obvious when you 
become highly expressive of your nationality. And since 
the communal problem began heightening, you have 
been expressive as a Sinhalese.... 


So? 


It has made me feel almost envious of you, as if 
something has been lacking in me all this time.... 


Have I been insensitive to your presence, when I have 
thrashed out the Tamil problem with my Sinhalese 
friends, here, in the house. . . 


No! No! You never listen carefully to what I say. | 
said I’m almost envious of you; that some part of my 
personality seems to be missing. Of course if you 
hadn’t heightened it in the house with your passionate 
explosions on the dangers to the Sinhalese nation, 
maybe the direction of my retirement introspection 
would have been different. . . . 


Would you rather, I kept silent and’. . . 


Certainly not! I have never thought of the expression 
of your feelings as other than normal in times like 
these. I know some families where the husband of 
the mixed marriage has exercised willing suspension 
of belief, to create the atmosphere for a successfully 
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PHILIP: 


SITA: 


PHILIP: 


SITA: 


PHILIP: 


SITA: 


uncomplicated domestic drama. . .those marriages 
progress toward some sort of mutual assimilation. . 
-but “let a hundred flowers bloom”, each according to 
its circumstance. (Pause) I bein my days and will 
end them entirely as your wife, but you have fulfilled 
your days not merely. . .as my husband. So, unlike 
you, I’ll be arriving in Melbourne, like an immigrant 
from no country as such. . 


Sounds like English literature, Sita. For all practical 
purposes, Sri Lanka is your country and mine! 


Go on, Philip! For all practical purposes Australia will 
be our country in ten days’ time! I am not talking of 
practical purposes, I’m talking of the countries inside 
us, the hidden countries! 


There will be only one countr y hidden inside me always 
and that will be Sri Lanka! 


And there'll be only one country hidden inside 
Rasanayagam always and that will contain two-thirds 
if the coastline hidden inside you! It’s a little more 
complicated, Philip, than to say, “But, Sita, Sri Lanka is 
your country”. When we fell in love at university and 
got married, nobody had any reason to think of, be 
conscious of, what country we were getting married 
in. For all intents and purposes it could have been the 
country of Shakespeare. . . 


(utterly uncomprehending) What? 


You can interpret that any way you like. . .that we got 
married in a little bit of England, the way we described 
this place at that time, or in the mental and emotional 
country of Romeo and Juliet. 


PHILIP: 


SITA: 


PHILIP: 


SITA: 


PHILIP: 


SITA: 


PHILIP: 
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(Under his breath) You should never have resigned 
from the English Department. 


(Too propelled now, to take note of the jibe) Even 
when Ceylon slipped unobtrusively into Sri Lanka, it 
didn’t make an impact on me. . .you? 


Not really. . . 


But when the Tamils suddenly claimed that theirs was 
a separate country, inside that same island, you became 
almost a different person overnight, as you shivered 
the timbers of this house with your shout that the shape 
of Sri Lanka was sacredly congruent with the natural 
shape of the whole island, and that the life giving stream 
of this country was much more the Maha-Vamsa than 
the Maha-Weli, your very words. . . 


I remain culturally a Buddhist, we all. . . 


There you are. The country of Shakespeare seemed 
to disappear overnight, like in the magic of Prospero, 
and there stood Gurulugomi instead. The Tamils — 
Hindu and Christian, went through the same 
process. . . only I just remained, watching all this. . .I 
failed to go through that very normal stage of growth, 
given the circumstances. . .as it is. . I’m just. . . 
well. . just going to Melbourne. 


(Unterrupting) Are you calling me some kind of. . . 
(the phone rings, SITA moves to it, and as she does 
‘o. . .PHILIP shouts. . .) Tell that woman we’re not 
interested anymore in the burning of those Indian eating 
houses along Galle Road! (PHILIP goes around the 
table as he shouts, slumps on to a chair nursing his 
drink, and thinking of the turn of events. He shows 
signs of wearied worry) 
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SITA: Hallo. . .yes. . .oh hallo. . -yes. . .yes...no...no.. I 
was talking to Philip. . .hr.. .hr...hr.. thank goodness 
.. -hallo. . -hallo. . ah Mr. Rasanayagam. . -here I’Il 
put you on to Philip. . (now speaking to Philip) it’s 
Rasanayagam. 


PHILIP: (Rushing to the Phone, his spirits revived by the 
knowledge that it’s Rasa) Rasa. . .ah. . -where are 
you calling from?. . .ah...ah .. .we were getting a 
little worried. . .hr.. .hr.. chr. . hr. . chr... -you were 
lucky. . .hr. . .come quickly then. . .ok . . ok... 
(Replacing the receiver) He’s just there at Hamer’s 
Avenue, only to cross the road. There was a big mob 
at St Paul’s Milagiriya Junction, but he got through, his 
Sinhalese held out. Big crowds blocking all over but 
he’s getting through selling the dummy with Sinhala. 


SITA: What, has been running? 


PHILIP: — Almost. Rapid walking from Kollupitiya, says it’s much 
safer on foot. He got to the top of the lane when he 
saw a big mob approaching from the Dehiwela side. 
He quickly crossed over to the other side, to Hamer’s 
Avenue, and got to Dassanayake’s place, to wait till 
the mob passed. 


SITA: Has it passed? 


PHILIP: Yes, he’ll be here any moment now. Dassanayake 
wanted him to stay there as long as he liked but naturally 
he preferred to stay with me. 


(A pause for SITA to pick up the threads of the interrupted 
discussion) 


SITA: Does Rasanayagam really know how you feel about 
the Tamil question? 


PHILIP: 


SITA: 
PHILIP: 


SITA: 


PHILIP: 


SITA: 


PHILIP: 
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Absolutely. Rasa has known all along that I believe 
the Tamils have no grounds on which they can claim 
discrimination. That in fact they have had unfair 
advantage through the British occupation, that the 
traditional homelands claim is both unhistorical and 
unacceptable and all the violence they have suffered 
has to be blamed on the calculated provocations of 
their own leaders to keep the Tamil question on the 
boil not caring how many Tamils are killed. 


And do you know exactly how he feels? 


Absolutely. Rasa feels the Tamils have been positively 
and absolutely discriminated against. In the Language 
Policy, jobs in the Public Service, in Education and by 
colonization of what he calls their traditional 
homelands. And so he feels they have a right to revert 
to a separate state he says existed before the British 
came here. 


But if neither of you ever brings up the subject how 
does each one know that the other feels that way? 


Very simple. Because of the fact that neither of us 
ever brings up the subject! We never bring up the 
subject and yet it’s a wonderful and firm friendship. 


(Resuming the attack, strongly) Cemented strongly 
by a common childhood in Peradeniya and all the 
irrelevant tittle tattle that has accumulated from that! 


(Countering equally strongly) You have a very 
bookish idea of friendship. The year after I left 
Peradeniya, 1956, I joined the Education Department 
and I remained in that building till 1983. The English- 
Sinhala Dictionary was a small closely knit work unit, 
nearly thirty years in it and no real friends from there. 
And some of them have been as long as I have, and 


SITA: 


PHILIP: 


SITA: 


some of them talk all kinds of quality stuff. Ok, Rasa 
and I talk only old undergraduate rubbish! But 
underneath we seem to communicate! All I’m trying 
to tell you is that you have no real experience of old 
friendships that transcend. . . 


BY-PASS! 


(Loud and obnoxious) Not by-pass, TRANSCEND! 
(Now so loud that SITA claps her hands over her 
ears, turns around and goes to the Jarthest end of 
the.room while PHILIP is shouting) “Transcend” 
means to go beyond the grasp of, and when I say, the 
friendship of Philip and Rasa transcends Sinhala-Tamil 
politics, it means that while that politics grasps each of 
us separately and in opposite directions, at the same 
time our friendship goes beyond the grasp of that 
politics! Transcends! 


(Turning around at the other end of the room as 
she drops her hands Jrom her ears) Transcends! So 
that’s your escape word. We would have had a 
Rasanayagam type ofrelationship, “transcending” the 
subject that is tearing this country apart. We remain 
torn apart by it inside this house but “transcend” it by 
avoidance so as to keep our domestic arrangements 
intact. (S/Z4 now advances on PHILIP with her 
Sarcastic recitation) “I’m off to the club, Sita”, “I hear 
the British Council is getting down the Royal 
Shakespeare Company”, “Did you hear, the Botejus 
got their son a scholarship to Harvard!”, “Cynthia 
Ramanayake has arranged a bridge party for Sunday”, 
“Looks like things are getting better, the tourists are 
coming”, “Is it true, what they are saying on the BEC?”, 
“Some of my best friends are Tamils!” 


PHILIP: 


SITA: 


PHILIP: 


SITA: 


PHILIP: 


SITA: 


PHILIP: 


SITA: 
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(Exploding) What the hell are you asking me to do, 
Sita? 

Ifa friendship can transcend this kind of savage politics, 
it must include the ability to open out to each other s 
opposite feelings, which will be the faint beginnings of 
finding a way without violence. That isa dynamic and 
living meaning of the word “transcend”. 


(Splashing himself another drink) | bow to your 
English Department! 


My English Department, Your Education Department, 
Goonesekera’s Survey Department, Rasanayagam 8 
Pharmaceutical Department, Sangarapillai’s Motor 
Department, that’s what I’m getting at! We ne alla 
colonial outpost of Shakespeare, and if we can topen 
out to one another, how can the Sinhalese and Tamil 
peasants separated by the Vavuniya jungles! 


(Wearing a look, indicating that it is only just now 
that he is beginning to wonder, significantly, why 
SITA is pressing this matter so urgently, this evening) 
But. . . why are you pressing this matter so urgently 
... tonight? 


(Unstead of answering him immediately, she begins 

drifting forward, slowly, as if it is the one thing she 

has been trying to say the whole evening, ina 

circumlocutory way, and now struggling to 

come out with it directly. Having paused in 

her movement. . .) Because. . -you. . .we. . .could 
. be. . running out . . .of. . .time. 


for what. . . 


(After a moment or two) This will probably be . . .the 
. . last. . opportunity. . . 
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PHILIP: 


SITA: 


PHILIP: 


SITA: 


PHILIP: 


SITA: 


PHILIP: 


SITA: 


What. . . 

a : ‘with Rasanayagam. . (She has only reached 
te penultimate stage of her thesis. PHILIP has now 

latched on to this Stage) 


Definitely not, Sita. Because I have the experience 
and the instinct to know that it will be a tragic disaster. 

You don’t have the experience. Since the Tamil 
problem became acute I have got passionate about it 
with my Sinhalese friends, Chandra, Goone and Sira 

and there is that relationship amongst us. But I have 
no real close feeling for any of them, and they don’t 
have for me either. You know, my relationship with 
them grew only after Tamil terrorism became a serious 
threat. The political or historical sides of ourselves 
brought us together. With Rasa it’s different it springs 
deep from our youth, it’s more the biographical, = : 
in each ofus there is a historical selfanda biogra hical 
. and these function separately. . . . 


= missing out on the opportunity) I wouldn’t 
now. . .I have never in the. . had a.. - -historical. . 


It just won’t work wi 
with Ra: it wi 
frente,’ sa and me, it will be a 


Greater than the tragedy going on outside just now? 


What, you want r i 
> me to put it to tl 
the result? Pp he test regardless of 


What, your personal result is more important than the 
public result going on outside? Ifyou just take the first 
Step of opening out, you'll find that your long friendshi 

will hold. . .it will only enlarge it, nothing worse. . . ' 


PHILIP: 


SITA: 
PHILIP: 
SITA: 
PHILIP: 
SITA: 


PHILIP: 
SITA: 


PHILIP: 


SITA: 
PHILIP: 
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No individual resolution can ever have an impact on a 
general situ. . anyway what is your interest? How 
does it affect you if] don’t bring up the Tamil question 
in my relationship with Rasa? 


It affects me. . .because. . .well. . . 

An academic interest, to see how it works. . . 
It’s not academic, Philip. . . 

Then what is your interest? 


Because recently. . .I. . .have. . .become. . .interested 


In my friendship with Rasa! 


(A certain difficulty in saying it, yet quietly decided) 
No. . .in the Tamil question. . .Nowadays it doesn’t 
seem to spare anyone. . .and this year it has been 
. . there is nothing else on people’s minds. . .and 
recently. . .I have had the time to. . .well the fact is 
that. . . have become. . .interested too. . .and recently 
I find. . .well. . .I seem to have sympathy for the Tamil 
. . (She pauses, more in anticipation of some 
response from PHILIP, hoping he'll take over or 
share, the task of “exposition”. But PHILIP is 
collecting his thoughts and feelings too. Having 
waited, she resumes). . nothing wrong with that. . .is 
.» athere. . 


(Unable to respond immediately, after a while) It 
won’t affect. . .our. . .marriage. . .in any. . .way. 


(Equally quietly) ’'m not sure. . . 


Why. . . 
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SITA: 


PHILIP: 


SITA: 


PHILIP: 
SITA: 


PHILIP: 


SITA: 
PHILIP: 
SITA: 
PHILIP: 


SITA: 


PHILIP: 
SITA: 


PHILIP: 


Rasanayagam. . . 


What. .. 


What you mean by saying, it won’t affect our marriage, 
is what you meant when you said, it hadn’t affected 
your friendship with Rasanayagam. You’ll start 
“transcending” it with me too, by avoiding it. 


(On the defensive) There’s no parallel. . . 


I would want to talk about it openly and freely, I 
wouldn t be able to live with the Rasanayagam 
technique of “transcendence”. . . 


No need to, we can talk openly and freely, obviously it 
will be different with you. . . 


What’s the difference? 


(Producing a difficult laugh) Are you serious? 
That’s just what I don’t want exploited. 


What do you mean? 


It’s simply this, Philip. Just suppose that Rasanayagam 
and I held the same position regarding the Tamil 
question. Now you are unable to talk about it with 
Rasanayagam your friend. But you say you can talk 
about the same problem to me, who holds the same 
position as Rasanayagam. 


WESi «.< 
Why? 


Because you’re my wife. 


SITA: 


PHILIP: 


SITA: 


PHILIP: 


SITA: 


PHILIP: 


SITA: 


PHILIP: 


That’s. . .the . . .problem. You can avoid the subject 
with Rasanayagam. With me you’ll have no choice 
but to talk about it when I insist. And then marriage 
will come in the way of truth. What you say will not 
be what you feel. 


Putting it that way is not very helpful, because. . .Is 
your emphasis on the fact that we are married and 
have to live in the same home regardless of our positions 
on the Tamil question or is your emphasis on our rights 
to maintain our positions on the Tamil question 
regardless of its effect on our marriage? 


Putting it that way isn’t helpful either, because, I’m 
asking for. . -help. . . 


(Afier a moment or two) So if | talk to Rasanayagam 
openly on the Tamil question tonight, it will serve you 
as a guide, to whether your sympathy for the Tamils 
will find full expression against my full expression of 
sympathy for the Sinhalese, all within this marriage of 
ours? 


Well. . .[ suppose. . .yes. . . 


So it has nothing to do with enlarging my friendship 
with Rasa, which is what you said a while ago. It is an 
attempt to work out rather dramatically, your dilemma 
of sympathy for the Tamils, while married to a man 
with sympathy for the Sinhalese. 


Surely. . that’s something worth dramatizing. . .if you 
. . like to call it that. 


(After a moment & hesitation) Sita, I'd like to do it for 
you. But I know that it won’t work with Rasa and me. 
And it’s probably the last time I’ll see him. All the 
more reason why | don’t want to risk it. !M SORRY. 
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SITA: 


PHILIP: 


SITA: 


(She feels lonely and helpless, maintaining her 
downcast head in silence for a while. When she 
speaks its a quiet revelation of all these feelings) 
Then. . Pll. . .go. . .and get. . .Mr. Rasanayagam’s 
toom. . .ready. (She turns around and walks away 
slowly, watched by PHILIP. When she is offstage 
PHILIP begins moving slowly in the same direction. 
PHILIP stops, and remains in contemplation. Some 
moments later he calls for SITA) 


(Sofily as first). . Sita. . (Then louder) Sita. . (Then 
louder) Sita. (She appears, walking back at the 
Same pace, as when she left. She stops a distance 
away from him). . I’m not happy myself. But I have 
thought of something that may help. You speak to 
Rasanayagam. He should be here any moment now. 
After the usual reunion routine, I'll get down to that 
paperwork for the final tax clearance. It has to be lodged 
in the morning if there is no curfew. [’ll be in the room, 
you try and bait him to open out on the Tamil question. 
If you succeed then I’ll see how I feel about joining 
in. You'll agree that’s reasonable. Because if Rasa 
doesn’t open out to you, then you can’t blame me. 
There was nothing that could be done. But if you 
succeed then I’ll. . (No response from SITA) 


(Philip irritated) Don’t you agree that’s fair? (S/TA 
remains stubborn) 


(Philip infuriated)... Well, | have decided! You open 
out Rasanayagam dramatically tonight on the Tamil 
question! I will play Ravana the Demon King of Lanka, 
withdrawing into the room after the mighty Rasa has 
arrived! Rasa and Sita! 


(Exploding on PHILIP. but with the tremor of crying 
in her voice) Philip, stop making a joke of everything 


PHILIP: 


I say! (She turns around sharply and is bursting 
off stage when a sudden bold and rapid knocking 
on the door stops her in her tracks). . (A change 
of mood to a soft halting speech) See. . .who. . .it 
pnewe ia xe 


You- know- who — it-is. 


(Rapid dim down to blackout with sudden sounds of mobs rising 
to a crescendo before the auditorium lights are brought on for 


the interval) 


END OF ACT ONE 
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ACT TWO 


(Act Two begins with SITA seen moving forward from the position 
in which we saw her at the end of Act One. PHILIP is offstage, 
having gone to the front door to bring in RASANAYA GAM. Even 
before the two Jriends come into sight of the audience, RASA’S 


rushed excited talk can be heard against the background of 


mob sounds, as we heard at the end of Act One. But his 
description of the outside world carries no trace of the fear for 
their lives that his fellow Tamils are feeling at that very moment, 
all over Colombo. RASANAYAGAM’S style of delivery, rather, 
is the demonstration of a man who has done it so many times, 
and lived to do it over and over again, that he has taken his 
personal immunity for granted. He is yet to discern any 
qualitative difference in the riot of '83, even though he has 
noticed the increase in scale. 


And, after all, this is his periodic reunion with PHILIP. and to 
be the last, in view of his friend's imminent departure for 
Australia. It is the sheer verve and social entertainment value 
in his description of what is going on in the city of Colombo, 
that comes through. In fact the first part of Act Two, till the 
report of the BBC on the state of the country is introduced into 
the action, represents the response of the anglicized Colombo 
Tamils and Sinhalese to the curfew nights of the first part of the 
series in the communal riots of Ceylon. Part one of the long 
riot series was between 1956 and 1976. These were the two 
decades when the riots were interesting diversions for some of 
Colombo '’s anglicized Sinhalese and Tamils. Some actually 
Passed the curfew nights by setting up “curfew parties”. Armed 
with special permits obtained Jrom an Assistant Superintendent, 
a Superintendent or a Deputy Inspector General of Police, 
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belonging to the old boy network, these people would — 
the city at sunset and gather in one of their homes, ina =. 
apart from these riots, to party till dawn. All this — : ‘00 
human, given the circumstances that most of them wou. ee 
been ill provided to see the perilous potential for the whole 
country, in this periodic recurring phenomenon. 


RASANAYAGAM, unlike his friend PHILIP, was not really an 
anglicized Colombo man. True, his education at Peradeniya 
was “Western” and he had been the room mate of an anglicized 
Colombo Sinhalese. But it was his growth at Jaffna Hindu 
College, till he first crossed Elephant Pass in 1953 to fe to 
Peradeniya, that became the most important part of his being. 

In the sense that the core of RASANAYAGAM remained ma 
peninsular, his lineage may even be traced back to the 30s 
and the '40s when these specimens from “another land were 
humorously referred to as “He Comes From Jaffna , as they 
began arriving in Colombo in numbers Sufficient to create a 
noticeable social phenomenon. In fact, “He Comes From 
Jaffna” by E.F.C. Ludowyk, is the title of a very popular play 
of those times which extracted its laughs from the social wren 
between the newly arrived from Jaffna and their anglicized an 

very sophisticated counterparts from Colombo. In time the gap 
narrowed as the offspring of those who came from Jaffna got 
churned out in style, and content, no different from ee 
boys and girls in Colombo schools, which were good colonia 
copies of public schools in England. But the appearance = 
Independence, of a single University of Ceylon in the sg 
hills of Kandy, drawing its entrants from schools all over t e 
island, produced a second wave of “He Comes From Jaffna 

types. There is no doubt that they were also a second ee 
one which would not assimilate, totally. RASANAYAGAM may 


be counted as one of these. 


But the anti Tamil riots in the second part of the series, beginning 
1977, gathered a momentum and ferocity that stirred even the 
thoughts and feelings of the original Colombo Tamils, as the 
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whole thing culminated in July '83. Now, about half a century 
after they had come from Jaffna and had settled in Colombo, 
Kandy and other big towns of the south, the socio-political 
relationship with the Sinhalese seemed to have come full cycle. 
Amongst those not wholly anglicized or completely integrated 
with the Sinhalese, there was talk of “going back to Jaffna”.) 


(The bustling RASANAYAGAM, bulging overnight bag in hand, 
makes his entry. PHILIP close behind carries RASA’S briefcase, 
as he takes in the description of the violence.) 


RASA: 


SITA: 


(Beginning out of sight of the audience) Very bad 
this time, very very bad, never been like this before, 
never, never. Must be all over the island as well, but 
we can see only what goes on in Colombo. Crowds, 
crowds, everywhere, and the government seems to be 
unable to control the situation. 


(Now coming into sight of the audience as he walks 
ahead of PHILIP. Though SITA is directly in line 
of sight of RASA he continues to pay attention only 
to PHILIP. PHILIP is on RASA’S right when they 
stop to face the audience, and SITA on his left. But 
as he is positioned towards PHILIP excitedly, his 
back is to SITA who continues to be ignored.) 


Everybody is talking about the State Funeral for the 
thirteen soldiers killed by the terrorists. They say that 
the President will speak at the funeral. And the area 
of the Kanatte cemetery is very bad. (As he pauses 
for breath, his body shifts a little to the left and he 
then acknowledges SITA’S presence) Hallo, Sita. . . 
sorry to be such an inconvenience. 


What nonsense. . .here, give me your bag. 


PHILIP: 


SITA: 


RASA: 


SITA: 
PHILIP: 
RASA: 
PHILIP: 


RASA: 


SITA: 


RASA: 


PHILIP: 
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(But Rasa does not hand it over immediately) And 
how many times have you risked your lives to have me 
here. (Now hands over the bag) 


Don’t be silly, Rasa. . - 


My gosh, this bag is heavy. . (immediately lowering 
it to the ground) 


(To Philip) didn’t know how long it would be this 
time, so I put in a few extra bottles. As soon as I got 
the first wind of this, I rushed to Victoria Stores and 
got an ample quota. But! heard just now that Victoria 
Stores is no more, burnt to the ground. So many 
landmarks are disappearing this time. The Lord Nelson 
is gone, the Bristol Hotel is finished, the Colonial is 
burning slowly, you can actually see it fading. 


Cynthia never mentioned. . . 

She specializes only in Indian eating houses. 
Cynthia Ramanayake still going strong? 
Full burning commentary like always. 


Anton is now a DIG no, she’ll always be up to 
date. . . the crowd at the cemetery has now swelled to 
eight thousand it seems. 


(Very concerned but having to crane forward to 
attempt to join in, on what is a men only 
conversation) No! 


And they say the crowds are violently filling up the 
graves with sand, to prevent the burials. 


Why is that? 


ee 
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RASA: They seem to be opposed to a state funeral. Certain 
anti government feelings seem to be developing. . . 

SITA: What do they want? 


RASA: (Barely acknowledging that the question was from 
SITA replies to PHILIP) To hand the bodies over to 
the next of kin, the police can’t control. . . 


SITA: So now what will happen? 


RASA: (Same treatment, replies to PHILIP) The state funeral 
they say will be cancelled. 


SITA: And... 


(Once again RASA vaguely notes that the question comes from 
SITA, and continues to behave as if any question coming from 
a household, must belong to its male, though uttered on his 
behalf by the female. But now PHILIP appears to be getting 
noticeably concerned, that RASA must somehow be made aware 
that SITA seems to have come of age in their home) 


RASA: (To PHILIP) From the cemetery, they say they are 
moving towards the President’s home. 


SITA: What do you think will happen? 


RASA: (Repeat performance as he replies to PHILIP) So 
the Sri Lankan artillery is sealing off the Ward Place — 
Kynsey Road junction. 


SITA: What’s the situation along Galle Road? 


PHILIP: (dn an attempt to deflect the emphasis off RASA) 
Cynthia Ramanayake has already covered that area 
no, Saraswathi Lodge and. . . 
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RASA: (Not to be put off, but again to PHILIP) No, no, 
Galle Road is very bad! Burning all over, and crowds 
challenging you to speak Sinhala. I had no problem 
with that, but near St Paul’s Milagiriya, the crowd 
challenging you to speak Sinhala was so big that I had 
to give a hell of a performance! 


PHILIP: | Why, what happened? 


(RASA now tries to apply the finishing stroke to his trend of the 
male only syndrome) 


RASA: (Turning to SITA with an ever so concerned 
expression) Sita, | have been disturbing you since 1958 
or something, how many riots ah! So if you are tired I 
don’t want to keep you up. We will practise the old 
established procedure ah. Please take your rest as 
usual, I won’t misunderstand, Philip and I will... 


(In the meantime PHILIP has turned around to the table, in his 
unease. He is seen scratching the back of his head wondering 
what to do. Now he suddenly swings back to RASA) 


PHILIP: No, no Sita is OK, both of us were having a long rest 
before you came. . - 


RASA: That’s good. . . 
PHILIP: And Sita is very much more interested this year. . . 


RASA: My God! This kind of performance the whole world 
will get interested! Anyway near St Paul’s Milagiriya, 
it was a hell of a performance, this test of being able to 
speak Sinhala against such a big crowd! 


SITA: What happened? 
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ro RASA takes the story telling stance towards SITA, but 
rea peel that the important story he is about to tell has its genesis 
in PHILIP, he swings back to his old university room mate) 


RASA: You won’t believe this, Philip, but it was something 
that you taught me at Jayatilaka Hall Peradeniya, thirty 
years ago, that saved my life today! 


PHILIP: — What? 


RASA: You remember that night in the hall, when those seniors 
came along the corridor to rag us, singing that song. . 
(He sings the first two words softly like a paesn 
inciter), . . “Ra-sa-naya-gam! Ra-sa-naya-gam!” . 


PHILIP: (Laughing through the euphoria of happy 


nostalgia) Yes, yes, yes, I remember. . .I’d better 
explain to Sita... 


RASA: Yes, people in Hilda Obeyasekera Hall wouldn’t have 
experienced these things! 


(PHILIP now stands by RASA’S sit i, 
i Is by side his arm over hi: 
fondly “exhibiting” him as a specimen) ean Wrens 


PHILIP: You see, Sita, our friend here, “he comes from Jaffna” 
Rasa was from Jaffna Hindu College, so he was a real 
innocent in the world of the Colombo schools and their 
various Bailas. . .(to RASA) ah? In Jaffna Hindu 
College they sang only Thevarams, no? So when the 
seniors came along the corridor that night there was 
the famous Baila King Egerton Perera. . . 


RASA: He’s a Jesuit now, no. . . 


PHILIP: — Wait!. ..who was leading the singing with that famous 
Colombo schools’ song. . (PHILIP moves close to 
SITA and faces her directly). . .about one 
Rasanayagam and his masala vadais and. . . 


RASA: 


PHILIP: 
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(But at this point, while PHILIP is turned towards 
SITA on his left, RASA on his right recaptures the 
spirit of the old days by recreating the song and 
Baila dance of “Rasanayagam, Rasanayagam”. 
PHILIP is caught pleasantly unawares, as he turns 
away with a smile, from SITA to RASA, and joins 
him in a duet of song and Baila dance. SITA looks 
on without humour, and helplessly) 


“Rasanayagam! Rasanayagam! 
Kondu waada, Masala Vadai, 
Rasanayagam! 

ADI JIL! ADI JIL! ADI JIL! 
Masala Vadai kondu waada, 
Rasanayagam! 

ADI JIL! ADI JIL! ADI JIL!” 


.. .But poor Rasa was innocent of the knowledge that 
it had nothing to do with him, that Rasanayagam in that 
context was generic for Tamil, and the seniors wouldn’t 
have even known of his existence. Allin good fun, but 
Rasa thought they were coming for him. . .tell Sita the 
rest... 


So from inside the room, when I heard the sound 
outside, as usual I rushed under the bed. Philip pulled 
me out and explained that the song had nothing to do 
with me personally. Then I told Philip, “Thanks for 
telling me, machan”, but through the window | saw 
Bucket Dias in the crowd and he was carrying a. . . 


(Interrupting...to SITA) This chap was called Bucket 
Dias because his only visible form of recreation was 
to go along the hall corridors. .. (PHILIP mimes using 
RASA’S briefcase as a bucket). . throwing buckets 
of water through the window slats of other 
undergraduates’ rooms, and then disappearing before 
they could... 
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SITA: 


RASA: 


PHILIP: 


RASA: 


PHILIP: 


RASA: 


I remember bucketing. . . 


At that time I was just picking up my Sinhala from 
Philip and I told him “Machan muma dekka Bucket 
Dias vaaliak arang enawa”. . . 


That was the key word, “vaaliak”, the Tamil word for 
bucket “vaali”. 


When I said, “muma dekke vaaliak”, Philip said to me 
Look, machan, if you want to speak Sinhala do so by 


all means, but don’t create a confusing samkara 
bahasawa”. . . 


Bastardised language. . . 


..-by mixing Sinhala and Tamil words at random.. The 
word for bucket in Sinhala is baldiya not vaaliya. From 
that moment I began practising that pronunciation 
baldiya. . .as you know we don’t have a “Bayana’ fn 
our alphabet and over three years in Peradeniya I finally 
got it! And the day Philip certified that I had got it 
PERFECTLY, he shouted that famous line from the 
film, “My Fair Lady”, “By George, he’s got it! By 
George he’s got it! BALDIYA! BALDIYA! 
BALDIYA!” Being a country cousin at that time I 
had to ask Philip who “George” was. Anyway, thirty 
years later, at the Milagiriya Junction, on Galle Road 
Bambalapitiya, on the 25" of July 1983, TODAY. . 


(He does a performance, miming the entire story: 
Thug lifting up sarong with left hand, holding out 
bucket with right, and then his own triumphant 


gesture and posture as he airs his “Sinhala 
erudition”) 


-. .amob stopped me, showed me a bucket, and asked 
me what that was! With the scholarly confidence of 


PHILIP: 


SITA: 


PHILIP: 
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an Ariyapala or a Sarachchandra | shouted 
“BALDIYA! BALDIYA! BALDIYA!”, the romance 
of Peradeniya ringing in my ears! They cheered me 
patriotically and saw me on my way! You remember 
that moment in the film “My Fair Lady” when the 
Cockney girl’s racial stock is proclaimed by the 
Hungarian expert Zoltan Karpathy with the famous 
line, “Not only is she Hungarian, but of royal blood! A 
Princess!!” (A cheering mob on the tape recorder) 
As I went on my way with the crowd at Milagiriya 
Junction behind me, still cheering, I imagined them 
singing, “Not only is he Sinhalese, but a Prince, like 
Dutugemunu! BALDIYA! BALDIYA! BALDIYA!” 
(Now collapsing on to PHILIP in a magnificently 
grateful embrace) . . -MACHAN, AS FAR AS 
PERADENIYA WAS CONCERNED THE 
BALDIYA WAS BETTER THAN THE B.A., IT 
SAVED MY LIFE! 


(With that climax to the story, PHILIP finally places 
down RASA’S briefcase which he has been carrying 
all this time. He places it in front of him, not very 
far from the front row of the audience.). . .Anyway 
three cheers for Baldiya, and with that let’s have a 
drink. 


Certainly calls for a celebratory drink. (Moving back 
to the table and splashing arrack rapidly into three 
glasses) Baldiya, Baldiya, Baldiya. . . 


You know I don’t drink. . . 


Then. . (Sharing out the arrack in the glass 
intended for SITA, into his and RASA’S glasses). . . 
Baldiya, Baldiya,. . .(S/TA splashes some plain soda 
into another glass — they now face the audience 
again as they toast formally). 
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RASA: Well, here’s to a happy life in Australia, to my machan 
Philip and his wife Sita. (“Cheers” by all three) 


PHILIP: And here’s to Rasa’s last riot with us, and may he 
never have any more ever after. . . 


(“Cheers” again from all three, and now breaking up the 
toasting formation they drift stage left for seating themselves at 
the coffee table. On the way Rasa looks at the packages for 
Shipping). 


RASA: Yes. . after you all go to Australia, I think PII go to 
Jaffna for good. . .(He is the last to sit as he goes on 
talking) Even today I was thinking (he is now seated) 
what’s the use of keeping my house in Kollupitiya. Of 
course now that both of us are retired everything has 
changed. We won’t have to meet only during riots. If 
you were not going to Australia, we would have been 
in each other’s houses regularly, but God has decreed 
otherwise, ah? 


SITA: Man proposes, Australia disposes. 


RASA: And for a single man Jaffna is a better place, less 
temptations, and also smaller. Quiet evenings and. . . 


PHILIP: You should have got married, Rasa! 
RASA: Ha! 


PHILIP: Not too late though, if we spot a suitable middle aged 
Suddhi/Aussie in Melbourne we’ll send the photograph 
by facsimile! 


RASA: What the hell, imagine my coming here for every riot 
with wife and children and all, too much trouble for 
Sita. Anyway each one’s circumstances differ in life, 
just chance. 


SITA: 


RASA: 


PHILIP: 


RASA: 


PHILIP: 


RASA: 


PHILIP: 


RASA: 


PHILIP: 


RASA: 
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You didn’t get involved in Peradeniya? 


No, no, then I was too shy, no, no. Even Philip was 
shy with girls at first, only after I left in °55 that he 
seems to have come out of his shell. . .to propose to 
you. 


What propose! I told you, she was a fresher at Hilda 
Obeyasekera in *55, after you left, and I went to rag 
her in my final year and, hmmm. . . 


Anyway the fact is that I have.remained single. Must 
have been a bit of Philip’s influence also. Remember 
how you used to advise me against arranged marriages 
when my parents were sending all kinds of proposals 
in my final year! 


Well, I’m still willing to make amends, Australia! As 
our children tell us, the land of the jolly de facto! And 
if you insist on getting married a good way to emigrate, 
come! (The two of them share a hearty male laugh) 


No problem, I’m happy. And having a traveling job all 
my life, good thing I didn’t get married. 


On second thoughts maybe you’re right. 


When I graduated and joined Davis Pharmaceuticals 
all my relatives in Jaffna said, “What is this, he’s a 
B.A. and he’s doing a traveling job for a pharmaceutical 
company”. But I made money and I’m happy. 


You were bold to do that kind of job in your time. 


And I liked the traveling. Where and where I traveled, 
every place in Ceylon, and made a few good friends 
also, in my travels. In fact 1 would have come here 
earlier today, but I was trying to contact “Pattis”. . . 
“Pattis” Bartholomeusz, Arunachalam Hall. . . 
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PHILIP: 


RASA: 


PHILIP: 


RASA: 


PHILIP: 


RASA: 


PHILIP: 


RASA: 


PHILIP: 


RASA: 
PHILIP: 


RASA: 
PHILIP: 


He’s Commissioner of Prisons now, no? 
Yes, that’s why I was trying to. . . 
What kind of favour would you want in the prisons? 


To find out if I can make some arrangement to get 
some home made food sneaked in ona regular basis to 
a friend of mine in Welikade. . .a very dear friend. 


What, on criminal charges? 


The meaning of “criminal” has changed a lot these 
days, machan. . anyway, couldn’t get at “Pattis”. Must 
try tomorrow. . . 


Who is this prisoner? 


No, no, you won’t know him, just a. . .not important 
- +. anyway, traveled all over the island. . .but first hint 
of trouble bee line to your place, 


(Clinking arrack glasses, and draining the dregs. 
After the drink .) Looking back on your time in the 
Education Department, what do you think now? 


No problem, reached the letter “T” in the dictionary 
we were doing, and left “U” to “Z” for the generation 
to come. I liked it, as I never had to leave Colombo 
Head Office. . . 


Para kept fixing that for you through the years. 


Hmmm. . -I was lucky that Para remained at the 
Ministry for so long. . . 


He’s still there, no? 


Yes, Senior Secretary now! 


RASA: 


PHILIP: 
RASA: 


PHILIP: 
RASA: 
SITA: 
RASA: 
PHILIP: 


SITA: 


RASA: 


PHILIP: 


RASA: 
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Hmmm. . .the Peradeniya connection, very useful 
connection. . . 


Hmmm. . .but what’s the use, all that is gone now. 


No wonder, with so many nonsensical universities all 
over the island. . .| mean it was our Peradeniya people 
who kept the show going all these years. . .no? 


Hmmm. . .particularly our early batches. . . 
Hmmm. . .Ludowyk’s people. . . 

The Country of Shakespeare. . . 

What? 


No, Sita thinks of those batches from Peradeniya, that 
era when we were called “a little bit of England”, as 
“The Country of Shakespeare”. . . 


Did you also do English, under Ludowyk? 


(Through his laughter) No, no, such luck, but I was 
Philip’s room mate no, (Getting up to refill his glass) 
so something came my way also. . .(he has now 
moved to the “Arrack table”, stage right, and is 
pouring liquid into his glass) 


(While following RASA to the table for the same 
ritual, laughing) | remember when I was reading 
“Under Milk Wood” by Dylan Thomas, Rasa couldn’t 
shake himself off my side, lapped up every word of it. 


(Standing near the table with full glass and 
addressing SITA, over whose head is the audience) 
Not every word, only The Prayer of the Rev. Eli Jenkins, 
my favourite. Later Philip and I used to sing it together. 


PHILIP: 


RASA and 


RASA: 


SITA: 


PHILIP: 


Even though I am a Hindu, (Laughing) I have adopted 
it almost as my personal prayer. . . 


(Just at this moment PHILIP is crossing RASA in 
his standing position, so that PHILIP can get to his 
chair, having filled his glass. So PHILIP does not 
notice at this split moment, that behind his back 
RASA has started singing “The Prayer of the Rev. 
Eli Jenkins”. But as he hears the Jirst words of the 
song, PHILIP turns back to his right, caught 
pleasantly unawares. He looks at the singing RASA, 
the long memory of Peradeniya creeping in). . . 


“Every morning when I wake, 
Dear Lord a little prayer I make 

O please! To keep they lovely eye 
On all poor creatures born to die.” 


(Joining in nostalgically, to sing the second verse) 


“And every evening at sun-down 

I ask a blessing on this town 

For whether we last the night or no 
I’m sure it’s always touch and go.” 


PHILIP: (the last verse as a duet) 


“O let us see another day 

Bless us this night I pray 

And to the sun we all will bow 

And say, goodbye, but just for now.” 


(Laughing) Have you told Sita? 


(Who has not been able to decide on an attitude 
towards this relapse back to Peradeniya) What? 


(Also laughing) Every riot from the very beginning 
from °56, long after you had gone to bed, and after a 


RASA: 


SITA: 


RASA: 


SITA: 


RASA: 


PHILIP: 
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lot of arrack, we used to geta little nervous sometimes, 
especially when we used to hear a sound in the night. 
We would imagine that a mob was coming this way, 
and Rasa and I would recite this prayer together. . . 


“The Prayer of the Rev. Eli Jenkins”, “for whether we 
last the night or no, I’m sure it’s always touch and 
go”. No, no, I never did English, but couldn’t avoid it 
with Philip as my room mate. 


(PHILIP has re-seated himself, but RASA continues 
to stand with his glass, addressing SITA, and over 
her head, the audience) 


_ .When the English Department fellows did 
“Antigone” by Jean Anouilh, Philip played the 
Chorus. . . 


I know that. 


But did you know that Philip used influence and got 
me in as the Page? 


No! 


Yes!. . and then I was small and baby faced. And I 
had only nine words in the whole play, and that ale 
mostly, “Yes, Sir”, “No, Sir” to Creon. 2 So I was 
able to help Philip memorize his lines by doing it day 
after day, inside his room. | knew every line of the 
Chorus, inside out! 


(Laughing) But the lines that have stayed in his 
memory to this day, are the description of Tragedy by 
the Chorus. . .tell Sita why. . . 


(Also laughing) Because we had a famous Tragedy 
in Jayatilaka Hall. He was a harmless fellow who 
always minded his own business, but most of that 
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PHILIP: 


RASA: 


PHILIP: 


SITA: 


RASA: 


business was regular drinking. So we all thought that 
his fate was sealed. Arrack Amerasinghe! And ever 
after that performance of “Antigone”, whenever 
Arrack Amerasinghe was noticed (RASA mimes the 
whole mini scene, thoroughly enjoying himself) 
seated on the ground, drunk, in the common room, 
fellows would stand over him, stroke his head and recite 
those famous lines from “Antigone”. . .““What is so 
convenient about Tragedy is that it has been wound up 
TIGHT, and will uncoil of itself. Anything will set it 
going. ..A FRIENDLY DRINK. . .it has been WELL- 
OILED, and it runs without friction. . .” (Now miming 
a ruffling of Arrack Amere’s hair, and a playful 
slapping of his cheek on the line, “which part you 
are playing”) “. . Tragedy has nothing to do with 
melodrama and wicked villains. In Tragedy nothing is 
in doubt, and everyone’s destiny is known; it is all a 
matter of which part you are playing.” (The mime is 
over, now directly to SITA) Actually he later ended 
up as Chairman of some Corporation or other, but at 
that time we thought. . .talking of the Chorus, do you 
remember Shalitha Jayasuriya, the chap who played 
the Chorus, the Pothe Gura, in the very first production 
of Sarachchandra’s “Maname”? 


But you had left by that time. . . 


Yes, but I came down for the performance. . anyway 
you will meet him in Melbourne, he has also emigrated. 


No! 
My God, first it was only the Burghers. . . 


.. ‘Then after that Ludowyk’s people in general, and 
then... 


PHILIP: 


RASA: 


SITA: 


RASA: 


SITA: 


RASA: 


SITA: 


RASA: 
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Ludowyk’s people emigrating to Australia was 
generally on the cards, but Sarachchandra’s people also 
buggering off. . . 


That is what Chinthanaya Amere is complaining about 
no, that Sarachchandra’s people “had to join the Civil 
Service to redeem their self respect.” What happened 
inevitably was that Sarachchandra’s people merged 
easily with you people, to run the country. You must 
look at the Peradeniya circuit of those times as a whole. 

And what would the country have come to if not for 
the Peradeniya circuit! 


(Rising from her seat and uttering a “Hmmm”. . .in 
a gestural and tonal demonstration of sarcasm and 
irony. . .) Hmmm (She is moving towards the back 
of the room) 


Well. . .hmmm. . .that’s also true. . .but. . . 


Excuse me, there’s something in the kitchen that I have 
to. . .(She goes off stage to the back) 


Yes, emigration is a big thing now. . (getting up from 
his seat). . .and we should look at it optimistically, the 
Peradeniya circuit is now worldwide. . . 


(Returning) Hmmm, the Story Teller also in 
Melbourne, then who will interpret the action? (S/74 
turns to the bookcase against the back wall to take 
some items to the kitchen) 


(Moving to rejoin PHILIP who has remained seated) 
Well. ..hmmm. . . (He sits). . .Talking of the Peradeniya 
circuit, Philip, you remember those six girls from Jaffna 
with long plaits and big pottus, who used to walk from 
their hall to lectures, one behind the other, like a train, 
and we used to call them the “Yarl Devi”? 
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PHILIP: 


RASA: 


PHILIP: 


RASA: 


PHILIP: 


RASA: 


PHILIP: 


RASA: 


PHILIP: 


RASA: 


PHILIP: 


Yes, yes, must have been a sense of collective 
security. . . 


But why should they have derived collective security 
from the shape of a train? 


Who knows, maybe instinctively they took the shape, 
of the only way they knew, they could have got back 
to the Peninsula, in case of trouble, “Yarl Devi”! 


Mathiaparanam’s Psychology! Dutugemunu takes the 
shape of the foetal position and these girls respond with 
the shape of a north bound train! 


Anyway why did you suddenly think of the “Yarl Devi” 
girls? 


Not suddenly, one of them is living two lanes behind 
you. . -here. . .J saw her a little while ago. 


What made you go to the back of the house? 


Before I left Dassanayake’s place he warned me that 
there was something new this time. (S/TA turns 
around from the bookcase to pay attention). . .They 
seem to have some voters’ or householders’ lists or 
something, and by that they can tell which houses are 
Tamil. But they are also inspecting Sinhala houses to 
see if there is someone not on the list inside the house, 
as a way of hunting out Tamils being given refuge. 


Is that so? 


Yes, so before I came to your front door I just went to 
the back to refresh my memory on how to get out that 
way in case the need arises. 


Where will you go that way? 


RASA: 


PHILIP: 
RASA: 
PHILIP: 


SITA: 


PHILIP: 


SITA: 


RASA: 


PHILIP: 


RASA: 


PHILIP: 
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The school there, two lanes after Madangahawatte 
Lane, Gemunu Vidyalaya, has been made into a 
refugee camp, and it’s well guarded. 


Who told you? 

Dassanayake. 

No, there’II be no problem! 

It’s easy for you to say there’ll be no problem! 
But Rasa speaks Sinhala fluently, so. . . 


No, once suspicion has been aroused by someone not 
on the list... 


No, no, don’t worry, just in case. . .so when I was 
checking the route to Gemunu Vidiyala from the back, 
I saw this one compartment from the old “Yarl Devi”. 
I must say that she has had to accommodate quite a 
few passengers in the years since then, grown to a 
fairly large carriage now. But I saw through the years, 
the faint outline of her youth, and I smiled at her. She 
also had a faint smile when she nodded in recognition... 


(SITA loses interest and turns back to the bookcase 
to finish whatever she was doing) 


. . .all of us can only remember the faint outlines of 
our youth no, what to do.... 


Hmmmm. . .the old “ Yarl Devi“... 
What and what nicknames we thought up those days. 


But Bottha was the fellow who thought up the classic 
ones.....remember, “Man Eater”? 


206 


RASA: 


PHILIP: 


(Now SITA 


SITA: 


RASA: 


SITA: 


RASA: 


SITA: 


Who can forget her, and....I’ll never forget “Pie 
Cutter”. 


Must be very rusty now.... 
swings back from the bookcase, decidedly) 


(As she presides, over the back of their heads, they 
lower them in submission) If you don’t mind my 
saying so the conversation has definitely degenerated. 
And just now with all that’s happening outside in the 
country, I’m in no mood to join in aimless and 
sentimental journeys back to Peradeniya. The dinner 
is ready, just to put it in the oven for fifteen minutes... 
I'll get some breakfast in the morning... 


(Standing up after the admonition) Thanks for 
everything...we’ll see you in the morning then. 


I suppose the two of you will be getting into bed just 
when I’m getting out of bed, in the morning. 


No, no. 


Yes, yes, and don’t sing “The Prayer of the Reverend 
Eli Jenkins” too loud in the wee hours of the morning, 
it might only attract the mobs here. 


(She turns to go in, but hesitates a moment...she is 
unable to forget everything she said to PHILIP 
before RASA arrived. She speaks hesitatingly) 


Before you arrived Philip and I were discussing... 


(PHILIP who has been seated silently all this while, 
with his head bowed, now rises and walks past RASA 
to stage right. He thinks SITA is about to resume 
her thesis of earlier in the evening) 
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...Mever mind...III...goodnight... 


(PHILIP interprets this as a signal that SITA is willing to take 
up his compromise offer, of letting her talk to RASA about the 
Tamil question) 


PHILIP: 


RASA: 


PHILIP: 


RASA: 


PHILIP: 


RASA: 


PHILIP: 


RASA: 


PHILIP: 


No Sita...(she is halted in her tracks)....tonight Rasa 
and I can’t sit the night through, chatting. ....Rasa, there 
is a small problem I have to attend to. Because of this 
emigration to Australia, tomorrow is the last date for 
putting in our papers for the final clearance from the 
Tax Department. 


(Absolutely excited about another point of contact 
in the Peradeniya circuit) Why, our Siva, Dance of 
Siva, Ramanathan Hall, he’s a big shot in the Tax...and 
Tissa...Tissa... 


Yes, but even then I’ll have to get my paper work ready 
by morning, and hand it in tomorrow, if there is no 
curfew. 


No, they never have curfews so soon....tomorrow will 
also be a clear day. 


So, probably Ill have to work into the night ... 


No problem, let’s go in and start straight away, I’ll give 
you a hand.... 


No, Rasa, you’ll be giving me a hand with a glass in 
it....no, I'll finish it quicker alone... 


Sure? 


Absolutely. So, Sita will keep you company. Actually 
Sita didn’t intend to go to bed. She saw that we were 
wrapped up, like in all the past riots, and thought she’ Il 
tackle the tax papers herself. But its better I. .. 


PHILIP: 


RASA: 


SITA: 


RASA: 


PHILIP: 


SITA: 


PHILIP: 


SITA: 


PHILIP: 


RASA: 


OK, Philip, You carry on. But if you need any help put 
a shout. And try and finish soon. 


As soon as I can, promise. (Adjusting a radio he 
picks off the bookshelf) 


And, Sita, | wouldn’t want to keep you up for my sake. 
I’ll sip some arrack and exist here, if you give me some 
old magazines or something... 


No, no, I’m not sleepy or tired or anything like that. 
But anyway, first put these things into your room. And 
there is a towel out there, you can have a wash if you 
like... 


Thanks . . .(As he moves out of sight with his 
overnight bag, PHILIP speaks softly to SITA) 


Well, he’s all yours now. A real Tamil all for the asking. 
But believe me, you won’t open him up. 


If he won’t open up....well.... 


I’m being fair by you. I don’t want to risk my friendship 
with Rasa, but I have to compromise with your 
insistence, because you have created a situation... 


I have created! 


OK, OK, the situation in the country has...led. . .so if 
he starts speaking about it. .then ....I’ll....(7hey hear 
Rasa returning) 


Ok, Rasa (As PHILIP crosses him on his way out) 
I'll get cracking with my business, and I'll see you, 
well, when I see you. 


OK, I'll have a chat with Sita....but try and finish 
soon.... 


Se 


PHILIP: 
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Do my best, see you...(and looking at the 
table)...and Ill try and get some soda from the 


boutique across.... 


(PHILIP goes out of sight and the two Tamils are left standing 
on the stage....a little uncomfortably) 


SITA: 
RASA: 


SITA: 


RASA: 


SITA: 


RASA: 


SITA: 


RASA: 


Sit... 


Ah...thanks....(He sits, she sits )...A(breaking the 
silence).....4mmm 


(RASA starts shaking his legs, then remembers 
something)...Do you mind if I use the phone? 


No, no... 


(While taking out a pocket book and opening a 
page) | want to try « Pattis” Bartholomeusz again, I 
have his home number... 


What ....(as RASA moves to phone)....about this 
friend of yours in Welikade prison? 


Yes. I don’t think with all this trouble I’ll be able to get 
to “Pattis”, but....you don’t remember “Pattis 
Bartholomeusz, Arunachalam Hall? 


No, but I have heard Philip mention him sometimes. 
What is your friend in prison for? 


Don’t you....know....these....days. 


, 
days a week...hmmmm....no answer.....1Il try 
tomorrow....(replaces receiver) 


RASA: 


SITA: 


RASA: 


SITA: 


RASA: 


SITA: 


RASA: 


Is he a Tamil? 
Hmmm...good guess...(he sits) 
(Seeing this as an opening) What is it all about? 


Some demonstration he led and...Dr. 
Rajasunderam. . anyway you won’t know who heis.... 


Hmmmm.... 
(Shaking his legs)...Well.... 


(Trying to reach out again) I feel, that just now, the 
Tamils have come to a watershed... 


(preferring to avoid the subject) Hmmmm...anyway 
what news from the children? 


(Willing to be diverted bides her time) As you would 
expect they have all the material things in life, and also 
fast becoming Australians. 


In such a short time, ah.... 


Its quite some time now. Ran jit was just over seventeen 
and Shalini well over fifteen when they first went out 
to school there, it’s over five years. 


I think you were wise to get them through university in 
Australia, situation here for the English speaking middle 
class... 


I don’t know about it being wise, but it was practical. 
Anyway my brother was the one... 


You were lucky to have a brother in Australia who 
could afford to get... 


SITA: 


RASA: 


SITA: 


RASA: 


SITA: 


RASA: 


SITA: 
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We also sent across quite a bit on the black... 


Hmmmm....that is customary now no....so after 
university there, and jobs and all, | suppose they won’t 
come back. 


No, never. They are naturalized Australians already. 
Sri Lanka has gone out of their hearts. Little bits of it 
like the beaches of Bentota and Hikkaduwa remain in 
their minds, but... 


How do you feel about it? 


(Rising and moving to the table to have some soda 
water) For them, not so bad really...(for the moment 
she has forgotten her design to get RASA going on 
the Tamil question. She gives way to her feelings 
on the children, naturally). . .at that young age they 
uproot and transplant painlessly. It’s us on the much 
shorter second part that long to complete it with a 
meaning attached to continuity of place. That’s why 
immigration at my age is not easy. 


What’s to be done, life’s like that... 


(Angrily) But it need not have been! Even at our age 
there was always the possibility of a painless 
“excursion” to another country because we could 
always have come back, frequently and freely, to where 
we feel most at home. But when you see what’s 
happening tonight, it won’t be an inviting proposition 
once we have left. As a Tamil Ill feel very ambivalent 
about returning on a visit, and landing at 
Katunayake...even with the insulting insurance of a 
Sinhalese husband! 


(RASA demonstrates his unease by rising slowly 
Jrom his chair. He paces the room to stage left. SITA 
watches in silence. RASA stops) 


You are in a curious position, aren’t you? You'll be 
emigrating to a place where your roots were, in the 
first place, anyway. I’m not blessed with that 
miraculous option. Jaffna will be as strange to me as 
the suburb of Melbourne my daughter lives in, Jollimont! 
You are lucky aren’t you? 


(RASA now turns towards her and uses a gesture of his hand to 
indicate “I dont know”. Moving forward slowly, he speaks) 


RASA: I’m nota Colombo Tamil, as such, true. But all my life 
after I left Jaffna, I have worked and lived with the 
Sinhalese. All this is my country, not the Jaffna 
peninsula alone, I’m a Sri Lankan, I don’t want to be 
pushed back into the peninsula... 


SITA: Pushed back! Pushed out! So, what are your feelings 
on the racial question? What is your position on the 
Tamil... 


(Though conscious that PHILIP could be within hearing 
distance, RASA manages...) 


RASA: Very clear....every grievance and discrimination that 
the Tamils are claiming, I subscribe to, but that does 
not mean I’m not a Sri Lankan...’m a Sri Lankan 
Tamil. 


SITA: (More measured) Have you and Philip, ever talked to 
each other openly, about these matters? 


RASA: No...we have...never... 


RASA: 


SITA: 
RASA: 
SITA: 
RASA: 


SITA: 
RASA: 
SITA: 


RASA: 


SITA: 


RASA: 


SITA: 
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I don’t...know....may be....because we are good 
friends. ...(pause) 


I thought because of that you could talk. 
It doesn’t work that way, you don’t want to risk it... 
I told Philip today, how I feel... 


It’s different with marriage, you have the security of 
other obligations. 


Yes, but there have been divorces. 
(A weak and uneasy laugh) Of course...but... 


Only a little while before you arrived, Philip and I were 
discussing the Colombo Tamils, creeping out of the 
woodwork. 


What does that mean? 


I should have explained. It is a commonly used 
Australian expression of a derogatory nature. We are 
already being influenced by the kind of language our 
children have picked up over there. Anyway, referring 
to the Colombo Tamils and the communal problem, 
Philip said, “Recently even some of them have been 
creeping out of the woodwork”. 


What does it mean ? 


CREEPING out of the woodwork, appearing, like 
hidden termites that are undermining your foundations 
while living within your structure! Suddenly, when the 
heat is on you see them creeping out, looking this way 
and that, not knowing which way to go, the Colombo 
Tamils! 


NN —nM—”’'U" OL a 
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The venomous mockery with which SITA acts this out gets RASA 
pore spontaneously, abandoning his earlier unease about 
IP being Possibly within hearing distance.) 


RASA: When the heat is on the way they are burning all the 
Tamil homes now, they will have to come out, creep 


out! What else can the 
y do ....anyway the it Wi 
not matter anymore... lati 


SITA: What? 


RASA: Tamil 
people who analyse th i liegt 
the last riot... : ese things say it will be 


SITA: What do you mean ? 


RASA: (( Uttering his thesis as obliquely as possible) From 
I 956 it has been slowly coming to this. . -when it is 
impossible to expect the police and army to protect the 
Tamils....because slowly the Tamils have developed 
their own police and army for their own pie 
Sivanandan Says this will be the last riot because the 
level of official involvement is too great to go back to 
lots again. The next stage has to be a war between 


he Sri Lan narm ie arr 
ly 
t kan ai and the ai nies of the Tamils. It is 


PHILIP: 


SITA: 
PHILIP: 


RASA: 
PHILIP: 


RASA: 
PHILIP: 
SITA: 
RASA: 


PHILIP: 


RASA: 


PHILIP: 
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It is very bad, but the BBC is making it worse. They 
were gloating! 


What did they say? 


You should have heard how triumphantly they 
announced....Dematagoda, Maradana, Narahenpita, 
Thimbirigasaya, Grandpass, all gone! Fort and Pettah 
in flames! Kadawatte, Kelaniya, Ratmalana....the 
whole world was told that the entire Galle Road from 
Bambalapitiya to Ratmalana looked like part of a war 
torn country. . and some massacre of political prisoners 
in Welikade jail, they said... 


(Quickly alerted) What were the details? 


That was the last item, and there was a violent 
atmospheric disturbance, so I got only the headline. 
But they gave details of those killed, as if names like 
Kittumani, Thangadurai and some others I have never 
head of, would mean anything to the world at large! 


What were the other names? 
Why? . .was.. 

Your friend? 

Yes... 

What was his name? 


He is one Doctor Rajasunderam. He was also arrested 
under the Prevention of Terrorism Act, but only for 
leading a demonstration. 


I can’t remember...in twenty seven years this is the 
first time this has taken the lead over all other world 
news, just shows how the Tamil lobby has grown, it is 
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SITA: 


PHILIP: 


RASA: 
SITA: 
PHILIP: 


SITA: 


PHILIP: 


they who are using the BBC to.....I don’t mean people 
like you, Rasa. I don’t mean those living with us, it’s 
the international Tamil lobby that’s doing all the 
damage! 


What else did they say? 


You should have heard the story the way they 
announced that over 90,000 people were homeless in 
Colombo alone, in fifteen refugee camps all over the 
city... 


One of them must be. . .the one there, at the back. 
Anything else? 


The same thing, gloating. . .bodies all over the streets 
of Colombo, doused in petrol, abandoned, burning. . 
it’s the way they said it! And they end up with a 
sensational proclamation, quoting someone, “Within one 
afternoon and part of a night, the physical division of 
Sri Lanka has occurred in the minds of the people”. 
Obviously intended to make a bad situation here much 
worse. . .don’t misunderstand me, Rasa, but you'll agree 
that this kind of publicity is not Teporting history, it adds 
to history by creating further division in the country. 


I don’t think so. We have always depended on the 
British for everything and now long after they are gone 
we are still depending on the British Broadcasting 
Corporation to tell us what is happening in our own 
country! 


Don’t say things like that, Sita! We have never “always 
depended on the British for everything”, and as for the 
British Broadcasting Corporation. . . 


SITA: 


PHILIP: 


SITA: 


PHILIP: 


SITA: 


PHILIP: 


SITA: 
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What, are you going to repeat the slander of Colombo 
society, calling it the British “BORU” Corporation? 
Don’t you believe that report? 


I never said I did not believe the report, I said this was 
not the time for it. I mean Sri Lanka’s media will 
eventually come out with the same facts, but you can’t 
expect them to do it wholesale, at a moment like this. 
Be realistic! The BBC can well afford to play a jaunty 
little tune and tell the whole world our agonies even 
while we suffer them, because the BBC is not woven 
into our social fabric. Our own media is our society. 
And when our country is being torn apart do you expect 
our radio waves to hover high above us, like carrion, 
with a screechy little tune, as they look down on us? 
You need to understand that! 


And this is not the time either, for constructed academic 
explanations. Just now my dependence on the BBC, 
to know the truth, is great! 


I’m depending on their reports too, and just now I’m 
depressed by them, but even so I have a feeling of 
commitment to my country, and I wouldn’t go around 
saying, “We’ve always depended on the British”! 


I didn’t go around saying it, I only said it here. 


You can get into the habit unless you practise loyalty 
inside your own home. And if were outside now with 
some foreigners, as a matter of moral policy I would 
cast doubt on the accuracy and objectivity of British 
Broadcasting Corporation reports. After all, it was the 
British who taught us, “God, King and Country”, now 
it’s our Gods, our King and our Country! 


In different circumstances, I would be feeling no 
different from you, but the trouble is at this moment 
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RASA: 


SITA: 
RASA: 


PHILIP: 


SITA: 
RASA: 


PHILIP: 


RASA: 


PHILIP: 


RASA: 


SITA: 


I’m finding it a little difficult to identify my country as 
easily as you can! 


(Quietly expressing his reality and at the same time 
hoping to break up the fight with a “joke”’) At least 
you two will find no difficulty in identifying your country 
in ten days from now. 


We haven’t come to that complication yet... 
But I’ll have to live with all this. . .and. . . 


Now that you must have opened up the subject with 
Rasa. . .ask him, what he thinks, about all these foreign 
agencies encouraging separation. . .ask. . . 


He’s your friend, you ask him! 


While you two are deciding who is to ask me, I can tell 
you that I’m not for encouraging the break up of the 
Island, in fact that is impossible, we live in the same 
island. . . 


That’s it! 


. . but at the same time it is obvious that we can’t go 
back to the past, too much has happened. . .and it’s a 
fact that the Tamil speaking people actually live in a 
separate part of the country, so that amount of 
separation has always existed. . . 


. .. Not always, Rasa, archaeological evidence shows 
the ruins of Buddhist temples strewn all over the north 
and the east. . . 


But they are ruins, Philip, we have to deal with the 
situation that exists now. . . 


. ..Which is older than the BBC. . . 


RASA: 


SITA: 
RASA: 


PHILIP: 


RASA: 


PHILIP: 


SITA: 


PHILIP: 


SITA: 
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. .and the Sri Lankan Tamils have developed long 
enough, away from the larger homeland of Tamil 
culture, to be identified as a culture separate from what 
is Tamil Nadu. So there is separation there also. . . 


Absolutely correct. . . 


. . SO, in my opinion, the traditional homelands of the 
Sri Lankan Tamils can become an ideal buffer between 
fifty million Tamils of Tamil Nadu and the thirteen or 
million Sinhalese of Sri Lanka, because the Sri Lankan 
Tamil culture belongs in Sri Lanka. But if pressure is 
applied to that culture by the Sinhalese it will move 
closer to Tamil Nadu for protection and lose its 
distinctiveness. And the Sinhalese are then deprived 
of their buffer of protection. You see? 


No, I don’t. But carry on. 


(A little dejected, and tailing off weakly) But if the 
Sinhalese help to foster the distinctive culture of the 
Sri Lankan Tamils by guaranteeing it in the areas where 
they live, one day the Sinhalese may even may even 
depend on the Tamils of the north to be its front line of 
defence in the preservation of its own civilization. 


(Smiling, sarcastic) Such a tempting offer, Rasa, that 
I might even call the President just now, and convey 
it. But he must be busy. 


(Angry, that PHILIP thus terminated the dialogue) 
Maybe. Listening to the BBC to check how things 
are going. .. 


You must be careful when you say things like that, 
Sita. 


I said it, only in here. . . 
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PHILIP: 


SITA: 


PHILIP: 


SITA: 


PHILIP: 


SITA: 


PHILIP: 


SITA: 


Don’t be ridiculous, I didn’t mean it in that sense. I 
meant reference to the Head of State in a manner like 
that at a time like this. 


What about it? 


Even a joke like that is definitely misplaced at a time 
like this. The State even battered and bruised, in bits 
and pieces, here and there, is the only thing you have, 
to look to, for some. . .which body do you think 
organized all those refugee camps the BBC reported 
on? 


I’m afraid, right now I can’t relate to the State as 
naturally as you can. 


I know it’s not easy for Tamils, but that is a discipline 
you’ve got to practise even in the most difficult of 
circumstances. Till you actually come into contact with 
the Gods all you have is the State! 


Stop lecturing Philip! 


Stop being deserving of it! Even rebellious Tamils for 
better or for worse, richer or poorer, will have to learn 
to relate to the Sri Lankan State! 


Till death do us. . (the phone rings) . . .part! (SITA 
moves to the phone, the “discussion” is destined 
never to be completed). . Hello. . . yes, Cynthia. . 
-yes briefly, only a headline. . .Philip picked it up on the 
BBC.. .yes. . terrible. ..oh my God. . (she interrupts 
to talk to PHILIP and RASA) . . .just a moment, 
Cynthia. . (to PHILIP and RASA). . .about the 
Welikade prison massacre. . .here you listen. . . 


(With trepidation) Ask if she knows if there was a 
doctor, Rajasunderam 


221 


SITA: (Back to the phone) Rasa wants to know if there 
was a doctor, Rajasunderam any news about him. . 
it? . be . Jbr: . Jhr....bi.... 


(Very soon after SITA asks the question her expression begins 
to darken, and continues to do so as the sounds from her throat 
take on the significance of dying. Then, a long silence. SITA 
replaces the phone piece quietly. She moves to the corner of 
the bookcase. PHILIP moves up to cover her from RASA’S 
vision. She nods to PHILIP to signify that Rajasunderam is 
dead. PHILIP turns around slowly and shuffles up to face 
RASA. PHILIP drops his head. RASA makes a move grappling 
PHILIP tight. PHILIP responds with an equally tight embrace. 
The back of RASA’S body is seen to be shaking. After a moment 
or two PHILIP guides RASA to the chair near which he stood. 
RASA remains seated, head down). 


PHILIP: (Softly, after he judges that RASA can be spoken 
to) When did you last see him? 


RASA: (Just able to talk) A week before he was arrested. He 
was a very dear friend. I got to know him over the 
years, first professionally. I used to (Suddenly 
breaking down). . .get. . .orders. . .from. . .him. . 
for. . drugs. . for. . .Davis phar. . .maceuticals. . . 
later. . .when. . -he started. . .his. . .communes. . . 
in...the .. .Vavuniya. . .area. . .(a short pause for 
him to recover). . . 


PHILIP: What communes? 


RASA: He started re-settling Indian estate labour displaced 
by the 1977 riots, in the Vavuniya area. When I went 
on circuit to Vavuniya, I used to have long chats with 
him. . .we became friends. . .I got to be very fond of 
the old man. 


PHILIP: — Is it that Doctor Rajasunderam? 


ee 
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RASA: 
PHILIP: 
RASA: 
SITA: 


RASA: 


YeSi: « < 

I’m sorry Rasa. . . 

. . But what’s the answer. . . 
I’m sorry. . . 


Thanks. (A moment’ silence) . .. Do you know the 
details of how he actually died? What is this 
massacre. . .(head still partially down) 


(PHILIP who is standing by RASA’S side waits for SITA to 
answer. When he realizes that she is not, he turns around slowly 
to look at SITA who is still at the bookcase. She conveys to 
PHILIP by gesture that it were better not to tell RASA, just now, 
the details of the brutality) 


PHILIP: 
RASA: 


PHILIP: 


(Turning back to RASA, softly) We don’t know. . . 


He was well over seventy, he knew that I was very 
fond of him. . .what is the answer. . . 


(Subdued) He is another victim of the traditional 
homelands controversy. The authorities thought that 
by re-settling Tamils in the Vavuniya area he was pre- 
empting the Government proposition that, “If we don’t 
go to the border, the border will come to us”. They 
considered him a political activist, not a humanitarian. 


Those are not the things that haunt me just now, Philip. 
The question is, how could this have happened inside a 
government prison. . .(not anger, despair) 


(Before PHILIP can utter anything the massive chanting of a 
mob starts up. It sounds very close to the house. SITA and 
PHILIP move toward the back of the house, to investigate, but 
RASA remains unmoved in his chair. The sounds ebb out quickly 
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as the crowd moves rapidly past the house. At this moment the 
phone rings, SITA takes it). 


SITA: 


PHILIP: 


Yes. . .Cynthia. . just now. ..hr...hr...hr...hr.. .hr 
. -hr. . .safer to. . .hr.. what about me?. . -yes. . -yes 
. .. as Mrs. Fernando, belonging to this house. . . 


(PHILIP is anxious to know what is happening, but 
SITA keeps him at bay. RASA remains limp in his 
chair). . .Are you sure it’s the camp at the back of the 
house, here?. . .hr. . .you think it’s safe?. ..hr. . 
hr... can you ask Anton to arrange that then?. . . 
please. . thanks, Cynthia. . .call me back. . .soon. . . 
thanks. (She replaces the phone piece, and 
addresses PHILIP, with a sense of urgency). . .Anton 
thinks that Rasa is not safe here tonight. . . 


Why, what has happened? 


(RASA remains limp in his chair) 


SITA: 


PHILIP: 


SITA: 


PHILIP: 


SITA: 


The organized gangs with the voters’ or householders’ 
lists are combing this area just now. So they can tell 
which houses are Tamil and which are not. But Anton 
says they have been to Sinhalese houses too, to check 
if Tamils are being given sanctuary. 


So what does Anton want us to do? 


He has made arrangements for Rasa to be moved to 
the refugee camp at the back. . .it’s just five minutes’ 
walk he says. . .there are no vehicles available, so he 
is sending two armed policemen to accompany Rasa 
on foot. 


But they should have consulted Rasa before they. . . 


Philip, where is the time to consult. . . 


 LLLLLOLLLLT 
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PHILIP: 


SITA: 


PHILIP: 


SITA: 


PHILIP: 


SITA: 


PHILIP: 
SITA: 
PHILIP: 
SITA: 


PHILIP: 


RASA: 


Is this camp safe? 
Anton would not have arranged it, if it is not. 


Could Anton have known that Welikade prison was 
unsafe? 


Please, Philip, Cynthia said that there were over three 
thousand Tamils in this camp, and well guarded. . .so 
even if gangs overpower the guards, they can’t 
massacre three thousand. . .I mean. . -Philip there is 
no time! 


Even with two armed policemen, crossing from here 
to there on foot. . . 


Cynthia said the policemen will come with special 
instructions, on how to take him safely. .. 


What special instructions? 

I don’t know, wait till they come. 

I know that I can protect Rasa better, here. 
Philip, if they get in here with their lists! 


Listen, Sita. I have decided. Let’s keep Rasa here, 
because. . . 


Please, Philip. . (He rises, even if weakly). . I have 
decided. . .I think Pll go to the refugee camp. From 
1956 I have been given the safety of your home at 
every riot. We have enjoyed drinking and talking of 
old times, till the next riot, and the next riot, and so on 
and so forth. . .and it became a. . (he gestures a 
sense of futility). . today I think I’ll cross over, to see 
what it is like on the other side. . .P1 go to the refugee 
camp to see... . 


SITA: 


RASA: 


SITA: 


RASA: 


SITA: 


RASA: 


SITA: 


RASA: 


SITA: 


PHILIP: 


SITA: 


PHILIP: 
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It is the correct decision, you will be unsafe here and 
safe there. . . 


Where can we be sure of safety these days, Sita? 


Will you have something to eat before the policemen 
come? 


I have no stomach for it, Sita. . . 
Your bags. 


Let them be here. (Pause). . .what is the answer. . . 
even the satisfaction that we were able to talk about 
the things that are happening to us, doesn’t seem 
to matter now, after the death of Doctor Rajasunderam 


When Doctor Rajasunderam chose to do what he did 
at Vavuniya he was playing his allotted part, and he 
played it to the end. 


What about the people burning on the streets? They 
took no public political decisions. They didn’t even 
deliberately choose to be Tamils. Many of them must 
have tried to pass off as Sinhalese. . . 


Hmmm. . . 


(nsistent) In the state of depression that he is in, I 
don’t it’s the best thing for him to go to a huge 
anonymous refugee camp. . . 


Philip, you can’t think. . . (There is a loud knocking 
on the door). Must be the policemen. . .(she moves 
but checks herself). . .better check first. . . 


I'll see. . (He goes out of sight. SITA looks in the 
direction of his exit. RASA remains standing. . .with 


si wr le 


SITA: 


PHILIP: 


SITA: 


PHILIP: 


SITA: 


PHILIP: 


his head bowed. PHILIP returns). . .It is the 
policemen.. . (He quickly moves up to RASA and 
begins shepherding him out. At the telephone table 
where SITA stands, she puts out her hand to bid 
RASA goodbye. But PHILIP indicates that it’s 
premature). . .No, we'll be back in a moment, the 
policemen want to. . .check that. . . (They move out. 

SITA moves rapidly to the phone to dial Cynthia) 


Cynthia, the two policemen have arrived. . .they are at 
the back talking to Rasa and Philip. . -hr. . .hr. . .hr 
..-hr.. hr. ..hr.. .hr. . -what are the SPECIAL 
INSTRUCTIONS?. . .I’m getting a bit nervous 
because of Philip’s attitude, that’s why I asked. . .well 
if you don’t know, you don’t know. . .no, no, I believe 
that you don’t know. . .yes I can find out from Philip 
when he comes in. . .I was OK. . .it was because of 
Philip, he kept insisting that Rasa would be safer here 
.. hr. hr. Jhr. . .hr 


(PHILIP and RASA return). . Cynthia, they’re about 
to go, so I'll. . . .OK. . (replacing the phone piece) 
. . .What are the SPECIAL INSTRUCTIONS? 


Rasa knows them. 
Philip, I’m asking you. 


The policemen must not be seen to be accompanying 
Rasa. They will walk a distance away, well behind, as 
if there is no connection. Only if there are signs of 
danger . .will they move up to him.. 


Has it come to that then! 


Sita, be realistic. These special instructions are. . . 
because this is a special favour from DIG Anton 
Ramanayake to his old Peradeniya colleague Rasa. 
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No Tamil walking the streets of Colombo just now can 
be seen to be protected by two armed policemen. It 
will be one of the strangest sights in the city tonight if 
that happened. Rasa. . understands. . .the reality. 


(RASA continues to stand immobile) 


SITA: 


PHILIP: 


SITA: 


PHILIP: 


SITA: 


PHILIP: 


SPECIAL INSTRUCTIONS! So those are the special 
instructions! 


Also, the mobs are using the same technique for 
discovering the Tamils. . .they are carrying buckets 
and ordering people they suspect, to utter the word. 
The policemen were to satisfy themselves that Rasa 
could pronounce the word “BALDIYA” properly. 


(Amazed at the political implications) The policemen 
were to satisfy themselves! 


Naturally. Anton must have passed the word on, that 
the person that the policemen were to keep an eye on, 
had lived long enough amongst the Sinhalese, and would 
sail through the mobs on his own. 


(SITA shakes her head in disbelief) 


Anton wouldn’t be in a position to. . .to. . cask two 
policemen to protect a Tamil, tonight, against the fury 
of the mobs. 


So now the Tamils have to satisfy even the police, that 
they can say “BALDIYA”! 


Two armed policemen have lost all significance against 
the size and frenzy of the mobs, you have no sense of 
the proportion of what is happening outside. 


SITA: It is not the proportion of what is happening outside 
with the mobs, but the quality of what is happening 
inside, with the authorities. 


PHILIP: That’s a perverse way of looking at the help Anton 
and those policemen are giving! They can’t be 
considered as “The Authorities”, it’s help from a friend 
in circumstances that are near impossible. Instead of 
appreciating. . (Loud knocking in the door again) 


.. that. . (Knocking again). . .come, the policemen 
are getting impatient. . . 


(PHILIP and RASA begin moving to the rear. RASA pauses as 
he passes SITA ) 


RASA: (As he offers his hand and she takes it limply) Good 
luck, in your new country. 


(SITA says nothing, gazing blankly in his direction as he passes 
out of sight with PHILIP. At the same time as PHILIP and RASA 
pass out of sight the rising sound of mobs can be heard in the 
distance. SITA remains still, listening. The sounds die down as 
PHILIP returns. He is upset and angry about the effect that 
SITA’S remarks could have had on RASA’S morale just before 
he left .He decides to stifle any immediate protest that he 
intended, but SITA provokes him quickly). 


PHILIP: — I made one last appeal to him to change his mind and 
stay with us tonight, because he looked so demoralized. 


SITA: Which Tamil will not be demoralized tonight. 


PHILIP: The way you spoke just before he left would only have 
added.....never mind, it’s done.... (Just then his eyes 
fall on RASA’S briefcase which is on the ground in 
front of him. He bends down to pick it up). 
re Rasa’s brief.... 


SITA: 


PHILIP: 


SITA: 
PHILIP: 


SITA: 
PHILIP: 


SITA: 


PHILIP: 


SITA: 


PHILIP: 


SITA: 


He said he’d leave his bags here tonight. 


That was before he met the policemen. They also 
conveyed another message from Anton. Two ships have 
been got from the Indian navy to move as many of the 
Colombo refugees as possible to Jaffna tomorrow 
morning, and this camp here would be the first to be 
moved. 


What will happen to Rasa? 


I’m glad you're interested in his welfare...he was keen 
to go to Jaffna straight from the camp, in the morning 
_.- and there must be documents in his briefcase that 
he’ll need to take. 


Why didn’t he take it with him? 


I told you he was in a daze. And it didn’t strike me 
either, at that moment. I’ll take it to the camp now. 


In that crowded camp where will you find Rasa? 


I'll stay at the gate and tell the guard that DIG 
Ramanayake wanted me to hand it over in person. . cand 
ask him to arrange for Rasa to come to the gate. Now 
that I won’t see him again before we give up this 
country, it will be goodbye too. 


That must be why you’re going. If he needed the case, 
surely he would have thought of it 


(Losing control) \ told you that the man was ina 
depressed daze...(and now more controlled)....and 
that’s why I think...you behaved. . .disgracefully. . just 
before he left. 


In this whole country just now, you single me out for 
disgrace? 


C0 EEIEESS“=SooooooleLrnrl,c—c eee 
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PHILIP: 


SITA: 


PHILIP: 


SITA: 


PHILIP: 


SITA: 


You damned well know what I mean. Rasa was already 
In a depressed state, and just at the moment the poor 
ps — all the human Support he could get. you 
press him beyond recovery by humiliati im wi 
hi y humiliat 
your political theory, ene 


It was not theory, I said what I felt. 


: isk the wrong time to xpose your feelings, just 
efore he stepped out into that violent world. That was 
the moment he needed reassurance and help. 


When even the policemen of this Government are happy 

be he can say BALDIYA better than even 
utugemunu 

—— would have, what more help does he 


Governments are not divinely ordained, they are man 
made. Under massive stress it is mal-functionin 
tonight. The centre seems to have collapsed Auiion 
and his two policemen are not functioning as the 
government, but just asa friend using two of his obligin 
policemen to help us. Can’t you appreciate that? And 
you forget that at this very moment the heartland of 
the Tamils in Jaffna is challenging. . they have rejected 
this state, so what do you expect? _ 


So we in Colombo have to go shouting “BALDIYA” 
BALDIYA” all over he Streets! Philip I understand 
what you’re Saying, that Tamil lives have to make the 
best of the situation just now when they cannot depend 
on the State. But I have the right in the privacy i a 
shared home to tell you that the State is in default of its 
a to its Tamil citizens, when it expects them to 
a identity inside a bucket, to be able to remain 
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PHILIP: I have never denied your rights to express your feelings 
as a Colombo Tamil. What hurt me was that at the 
moment Rasa stood there terribly depressed and 
injured, you had to add insult... 


SITA: (Cutting in) How is it possible to have added more 
insult to the ultimate; armed, uniformed policemen 
asking him to pronounce “BALDIYA”? 


PHILIP: By ineffect taunting him about his humiliation, rubbing 
it into him insensitively, just at the wrong moment, that 
he was a bloody Tamil! You need to care for the feelings 
of individual people before you can care for races and 
nationalities! I’m not talking to you anymore. My friend 
is waiting! 


(So saying he swings up RASA’S briefcase which coincides with 
@ tremendous roar of the crowd, not too far from the house. A 
very large crowd in action, the loudest and most frightening 
roar heard during the evening and the night. PHILIP is gone 
and SITA looks after him at the rear entrance. But it is the 
Srightening roar of the crowd that draws her attention and holds 
it, She listens for a while. It ends as abruptly as it began. She 
switches off the main light leaving only a wash over the 
telephone area. She moves to extreme stage left in the direction 
of the audience, her mind on the night outside. She moves slowly, 
to extreme stage right. Finally she crosses the stage diagonally 
in the same measured tread, to the phone. She dials.) 


SITA: Cynthia, I need someone to talk to...He went to the 
refugee camp...Because Rasa will go directly from 
the camp to the ship for Jaffna, in the morning....No, 
both of them forgot Rasa’s briefcase... What?....A 
policeman?....Where?....At your ....OK, I’ll hold 


on.... 


(After a while she gets a strange feeling and calls 
out urgently to the unattended telephone.) 
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..-Cynthia. . .Cynthia...Cynthia... 


(Suddenly she hears Cynthia again, but it’s 
incoherence and sobbing) 


...Cynthia! Why are you making those... 


(At this very moment the theatre is filled with the organ and 
choral version of “The Prayer of the Reverend Eli Jenkins”. 
With the shock effect of this SITA’S phone crashes to the ground 
and she sees PHILIP framed in the dim light of the doorway. 
His body is bent and RASA’S briefcase hangs at the end of his 
arm. As PHILIP moves forward slowly, SITA retreats in equal 
pace to the furthest depth of stage right. Their movement is 
accompanied by the first verse) 


“Every morning when I wake, 
Dear Lord a little prayer I make, 
Oh please! To keep Thy lovely eye, 
On all poor creatures born to die.” 


(By the end of the verse PHILIP has reached downstage left, 
nearest the audience. He lowers the briefcase and stands over 
it. Simultaneously SITA has reached the upstage corner of the 
back wall, stage right. She is turned away from the audience 
with her arms raised against the wall. The second verse starts 
as PHILIP looks down on the briefcase.) 


“And every morning at sundown 

I ask a blessing on this town, 

For whether we last the night or no 
I’m sure it’s always touch and go.” 


(The final verse is held in suspension as PHILIP'S body turns 
towards SITA. SITA removes her hands from the wall and turns 
her body to face PHILIP across the diagonal of the stage.) 


PHILIP: 


Oe eee 
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Sita listen, 

You listen to me carefully. 

Listen, how Rasa died. 

When I got there, he was already, 
Astiff burning log, 

On the ground. 

Just like a log, burning. 

And in the darkened street, 
There was no one else, 

Only I was there at his funeral pyre, 
No one else, 

His cremators had fled. 


And as I tured around to return, 

After the pyre was spent, 

I saw a policeman, weeping, coming towards me. 
He told me it was not their fault, 

He told me they were blameless. 

That as they entered Madangahawatte lane, 
A huge mob confronted them, 

With the BUCKET held in front. _ 
The policeman walked quickly to Rasa’s side, 
And stood confidently, 

Waiting for the question and answer. 

And the mob pointed to the bucket, 

And asked, “What is this”? 


Rasa’s chest heaved, a big iy 

d the two policemen thought, . 
7 was pie for the password, “BALDIYA”. 
At the top of his heave, 
He slowly deflated, 
His head went limp, 
And bowed. 
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He didn’t, 

He failed, 

To use his knowledge. 

The huge crowd went berserk 
The policemen lost control, 
They clubbed him on the head, 
He fell. 

They poured the petrol, 

They struck the match, 
The policeman, weeping, fled, 
Back to his station. 


2) 


He couldn’t understand, 


Why Rasa had DISHONOURED, 
The contract. 


(The light on the briefcase 
goes out as PHILIP ick ii 
up, and the final verse begins) ini ul 


“Oh let us see another day! 

Bless us this night I pray. 

And to the sun we all will bow, 

And say goodbye, but just for now.” 


Cae the verse PHILIP walks back to the rear of the house. 
TA follows him along the track. Their going out of sight ie 


timed for the end of th 7 i 
ee mie of the music, as the lights go down very slowly, 


END OF ACT TWO 


LLL TT 
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EPILOGUE 


(After the blackout at the end of Act Two there is a whole minute 
of silence in the dark, during which the stage is set, to represent 
a small section of the passenger waiting area of Singapore 
airport. The functional part of the set consists of two airport 
chairs placed downstage, extreme right, and close to each other. 
At the end of the minute in darkness, lighting of the airport 
scene commences, but ever so gradually. Three whole flight 
announcements are completed before the lighting reaches 
normal intensity). 


“YOUR ATTENTION PLEASE. SINGAPORE AIRLINES 
LIGHT TWENTY TWO TO COLOMBO, MEENAMBAKUM, 
DUM DUM, TASHKENT AND MOSCOW IS NOW 
BOARDING FROM GATE SIX. WILL PASSENGERS PLEASE 
PROCEED TO GATE SIX FOR BOARDING.” 


(A very short pause) 


“YOUR ATTENTION PLEASE. AIR NEW ZEALAND FLIGHT 
TWENTY SEVEN TO DARWIN, TOWNSVILLE, AND 
CHRISTCHURCH IS NOW BOARDING FROM GATE 
FOURTEEN. WILL PASSENGERS PLEASE PROCEED TO 
GATE FOURTEEN FOR BOARDING.” 


(Another short pause) 


“YOUR ATTENTION PLEASE. THIS IS THE FINAL CALL 
VOR PASSENGERS ON SCANDINAVIAN AIRWAYS FLIGHT 
FORTY FOUR TO BANGKOK AND COPENHAGEN. 
SCANDINAVIAN AIRWAYS FLIGHT FORTY FOUR TO 
BANGKOK IS NOW BOARDING FROM GATE TWO. WILL 
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PASSENGERS PLEASE PROCEED TO GATE TWO FOR 
BOARDING. I REPEAT, THIS IS YOUR FINAL CALL.” 


(When the Copenhagen announcement is over SITA and PHILIP 
enter as travelers. They emerge from upstage extreme left and 
walk in a straight line diagonally across to the two chairs 
downstage extreme right. They pause a moment to mime the 
reading of a flight information screen, that would have been 
hanging overhead, before they take their seats. Philip extracts 
a Singapore newspaper from his travel bag and looks at a news 


item.) 
PHILIP: 
SITA: 


PHILIP: 


Don’t you want to know about it? 
Read it to me. 


(Reading) “TAMIL TERRORISTS KILL 150, 
WOUND 300, IN ATTACK ON DEFENCELESS 
SINHALESE PEASANTS. 


Separatist Tamil guerrillas yesterday killed at least 150 
people including 5 nuns, several old women as well as 
children, and wounded more than 300 in an attack on 
the town of Parasangahawewa, south of the railway 
junction of Medawachchiya in the North Western 
Province. The killers first attacked a police post at 
Mankulam, then commandeered a state bus and drove 
into the predominantly Sinhalese town of 
Parasangahawewa and sprayed bullets indiscriminately 
for almost half an hour. They first fired at a bus stop 
killing several peasants waiting to board and then went 
on to a Buddhist shrine half.a mile away and killed five 
nuns. 


The smell of death still hangs over Parasangahawewa 
as workers begin the grisly task of identifying the 
bodies of the Sinhalese peasants killed by the Tamil 
terrorists. Today’s killings came as the Australian 


SITA: 


PHILIP: 


SITA: 


PHILIP: 


SITA: 


PHILIP: 


SITA: 
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Foreign Minister, Mr. Hayden, passes through 
Singapore on his way for talks with the Government of 
Sri Lanka. When contacted by a correspondent of the 
Singapore Straits Times Mr. Hayden commented that 
the killing of innocent Sinhalese civilians by Tamil 
terrorists was despicable, and removes the moral edge 
that the Tamils have been claiming for themselves” 


(And then, only half jokingly) 


Does that help, to restore some balance, to our 
marriage? 


Hmmmm, suppose so. . .and it’s good to know that the 
Australian Foreign Minister is interested in the moral 
edge, must be a nice place we are going to. 


Nice or not nice, what has happened to us will change 
even that country a little bit. 


Hmmmm... 


There was....something....after Rasa’s death. ...that 
I haven’t told you about. 


What? 


I went to the police station the next morning, to make a 
statement. But the inspector looked at me as if I was 
mad or something like that. . .he did nothing. Even with 
the witness of a policeman being available, they thought 
it was absurd to record it. An unrecorded homicide. 


But the policeman thought it was suicide. They would 
(smiles) have been confused about what kind of entry 
to make in their books. “Cause of death....refusal to 
say ‘baldiya’..hu ..... 


ee 
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PHILIP: I suppose that policeman, like so many Sinhalese, like 
me too, expects the minorities to take an 
accommodating position. 


SITA: (smiling warmly at him) Tell them not to expect it 
from me. 


PHILIP: — (Also smiling) V’1l pass on the message. 
(As they stand to go towards their boarding gate) 


SITA: But at least between the two of us there must be 
something called a Sri Lankan. 


“YOUR ATTENTION PLEASE. AIR LANKA FLIGHT 83 TO 
MELBOURNE IS NOW BOARDING FROM GATE 56. | 
REPEAT AIR LANKA FLIGHT 83 TO MELBOURNE IS NOW 
BOARDING FROM GATE 56. WILL PASSENGERS PLEASE... 


(PHILIP and SITA move on and out of sight as the lights dim 
down to the sound of aircraft taking off ) 


THE END 
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NOTES ON SOME REFERENCES 
IN THE PLAY 


Made available to Australian audiences 


ARIYAPALA: A professor and a specialist in Sinhala culture who 
worked at the University of Ceylon, Peradeniya, in the 50s. 


ARRACK: The name of the popular alcoholic spirit of Sri Lanka. 


BAILA: From the Portuguese “BAILAR”, to dance. A lively 
popular music transplanted in the coastal towns of Ceylon during 
the Portuguese occupation of the country in the 16" and 17" 
Centuries. 


BALDIYA: Meaning bucket, is pronounced in Sinhala with BAL 
4s in BAAL of the Old Testament, DI as in THI of THIS , and YA 
is in “See YER later”. In some conflicts of modern times a story 
seems to turn up , that the pronunciation of a word was used by one 
of the parties to identify the other, when both looked the same. One 
that is well known from the 1939 war is that when the British found 
it difficult to tell the Japanese from the Chinese they asked the 
suspected person to say “RICE”, which a Chinese man, to his 
‘idvantage, would find impossible to pronounce as the British would 
like it, and end up by saying “LICE”, But unhappily for a Japanese 
man he would get his “RICE” correct with the well known heavy 
emphasis on the R. But a subtle difference is said to have been 
enough to tell the Germans from the Dutch in the same war when 
(le test word was “SCHEVENINGEN”, a Dutch village on the 
toast of the North Sea. And so the story goes with the word 
"BALDIYA” in the anti — Tamil riots in 1983 in the island of Sri 
Lanka. It is the word in common usage in Sinhala speech for bucket, 
Which in its modern metal construction , may have been brought 


